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Thus the story begins 


This is a story from a long long ago, in a faraway time, when 
vampires roamed free, yet kept hidden from the eyes of the world. 
When they still hold an unrivaled dignity in the society of the night. 


This is a story of the Scarlets, when there were still more than them 
than just two. 


496 years ago, a certain town in England- 
"Remi..." 


A sweet feminine voice echoed throughout the mansion's wide hall. 
As if to answer the call, a pitter-pattering sound of small footsteps 
followed. 


"Remilia..." 


The sound of the footsteps was light, and airy, as if the owner 
hovered slightly off the ground as they walked. Sometimes it would 
move at a fast pace, indicating excitement, but gradually it went 
slower to a perfect rhythm, like a child afraid of being scolded for 
misbehaving. The footsteps came into a stop after a while, revealing 
a young little girl with lavender hair; her scarlet eyes radiating a 
strange calmness unfitted for a child of her age. On her back was a 
pair of small bat-like wings; they fluttered slightly as she curtsied. 


"Yes, dear mother? Do you have any need of my presence?" 


"There you are. Come here, Remilia. | have something important to 
tell you." 


The young vampire blinked, before tilting her head to peek at that 
certain something hidden behind her mother's beautiful figure. Her 
scarlet eyes were met with a matching golden orbs. She jolted a bit, 


and ran to her mother's side, clutching at her long dress. Her mother 
simply laughed softly and patted her head. Remilia pouted, furrowing 
her brows as she studied the unfamiliar figure that was standing 
there, eyeing her as well in return. 


"Who is that?" 


She snarled, rather unsightly; the calmness around her had faltered, 
showing the true childish attitude of a child she was. 


"Well, why don't you ask him by yourself, Remilia?" 


Remilia glanced at her mother, before reverting her gaze back at the 
boy. She clutched her mother's dress tighter. Sensing her discomfort, 
the boy bowed. 


"My name is Geoffrey Hildr, the second son of the Hildr. It is very 
nice to see you, young miss." 


He smiled, more for formalities though; he was rather... displeased 
by the attitude she was giving. It was not like he came to eat her or 
anything; the boy sighed to himself. The oldest of the three vampires 
noticed the heavy atmosphere around them. She had thought it 
would turn out this way; Remilia had never been good with 
strangers, especially with those that she thought would be 'taking 
away her most charismatic spot’, or so she declared. True, the boy 
did hold a calm and intelligent aura around him beside his very 
young age. That is to be expected from the second child of the Hildr 
family; one of the most renowned and proud family of vampires, next 
to the Scarlet. 


"Now, Remilia, why don't you introduce yourself as well?" 
The young vampire let out a quiet ‘hmph' and curtsied rather quickly. 


"Remilia Scarlet." 


After that she returned to her mother's side, clutching her dress once 
again. The older Scarlet sighed at her daughter's behavior. It would 
take a while, she thought, as she stroked her daughter's hair softly. 
She smiled. 


"You see dear, Geoffrey will be staying with us from now on." 
"What?" 


Remilia practically shouted, a lot louder than she wanted to. The boy 
adjacent to her seemed to have hit his edge as well, clearly irritated 
now; alas, though how well he had been raised, he was still a child. 


"Is there something wrong with that?" 


He crossed his arms, glaring at the girl. Remilia snapped her eyes 
back to the boy, returning the glare. 


"Yes. Yes, of course! Who are you to suddenly come here and live 
with us? You are not secretly one of the servants, are you?" 


"Servants-how dare you insult the name of the proud Hildr! Take 
back what you say, now!" 


“Now, now you two." 

Suddenly something hard hit them and forced the two young 
vampires to clutch their heads in pain, a small bump appearing on 
them. They turned their face toward the source of the voice and were 
met with shining red eyes, and a creepy smile; they backed away 
slightly in fear. 

"Will the two of you behave nicely, please?" 

"Yes, ma'am..." 


"Very well." 


The female Scarlet cleared her throat, regaining her composure; the 
scary atmosphere around her quickly disappeared, returning her 
beautiful smile. Mother sure is amazing, to be able to change her 
face from demonic to angelic at a heartbeat, Remilia thought as she 
rubbed the bump on her head. 


"Geoffrey, this is my daughter Remilia. As you already know, she will 
be your fiancee. So | hope the two of you can get along." 


"| understand, Aunt Cecil." 


Remilia stood there dumbfounded. After a few moments of silence, 
she tugged on her mother's dress, gaining her attention. 


"What is it, Remilia?" 

"Mom, what is a fiancee?" 

She asked, eyes big and full of innocence. Cecilia Scarlet tapped her 
chin, trying to give her an explanation the young vampire might 
understand. After a while she gave up, and shrugged. 

"Well in short, the two of you will be living together." 

"Forever?" 

"Theoretically, yes." 

The young vampire stared at her mother, to Geoffrey, and back to 
her mother, a look of disbelief on her face. Then she ran to the 
nearby shelf, taking a book she could find and threw it at the boy. 
The poor vampire was too shocked at her sudden action to dodge 


and the book hit him square on the head. He growled and rubbed the 
second bump on his head. 


"Hey!" 


Remilia stuck her tongue out and ran. Geoffrey smiled, then laughed, 
and finally he snapped and roared in fury. 


"Get back here, you little runt!" 


"Oh my, what a colorful language he had learned. The Hildr sure is 
amazing." 


Cecilia chuckled as she saw the enraged boy chasing after the girl, 
shaking his fist in the air. Looked like the days would be a lot more 
interesting from now on. She smiled, rubbing the almost non-existent 
bulge on her belly. 


"| am sure you can't wait to see them as well, Flandre." 


Dun, dun, dun! 
Hello everyone. So yeah, | decided to share my Gensokyo here. 


The Origin will tell the back story of the Scarlets and the rest of 
the staff, until the Scarlet Mist Incident that is. 


Enjoy the story~ And leave a review to let me know how you 
think. 


See you in the next chapter 


Against the daylight 


The morning sun shone brightly that day, greeting the whole world 
with a warm smile of its own. But a certain small town, tucked on the 
edge of the great britain, didn't even look up to receive the greeting. 
It stayed silent, as if sleeping, with no soul venturing its empty road. 
It was nothing unusual though; travelers who passed by, or the 
villagers from the neighboring village, all of them didn't bother the 
quietness. Or rather the didn't intend, or even dare to. Because it is 
said that the town, the whole inhabitants, were creatures of the night. 
Yes, it was a town of the vampires. 


Some acknowledged it as mere legend. Some decided to ignore it. 
Some held fear of it. But, let us ignore what these mere humans had 
to say. Let them do what the want, making stories they can come up 
with. What we are looking for is the truth from the vampires 
themselves. 


Anyway, at the center of the town stood a huge mansion painted in 
deep red. There is where most of our story will take part; the scarlet 
mansion, where the Scarlet family resided. The Scarlet family was 
one of the most influenced family there, controlling almost the whole 
aspects of the town. While there was still the great council, consisted 
of the head of each family, in reality the Scarlets were known to have 
the most authority. It is because the elder of the Scarlets, the oldest 
vampire on the town he was, was said to be the one to establish the 
town. Vampires were quite territorial creatures, so it is rare to find a 
whole town consisted of them only. They would feed from villagers 
from neighboring villages, or travelers, or slaves bought from the 
slave market. It was like a safe haven for vampires. 


One of the vampires living there was the young Remilia Scarlet, the 
next heiress of the Scarlet family. As the first child of the family, it has 
been decided from her birth that she would take over the family 
someday, which was still a long long time since a vampire's life was 
long, and she was nothing more but five by now. But even then, her 


life had been set on a track; her fate had been sealed without she 
even noticed it. The little vampire could simply sleep peacefully, 
completely oblivious of the fact. 


Remilia hugged her comfy blanket around her, trying to sleep. She 
turned and tossed but only managed to make her bed messy. After a 
while she gave up and opened her eyes, staring at the ceiling. She 
was not sleepy, but didn't feel like waking up either. Oh how she 
regretted sleeping earlier last evening; there was nothing fun to do at 
daytime! All she could do was staying in the mansion, while 
everyone else were sleeping. That, if she didn't want to burn herself 
to death out in the sun. 


It was when she was whining to herself that she heard footsteps on 
the hallway. She had thought it was one of the maids but she 
recalled the difference of the two sounds. So someone was up, she 
thought to herself as she pushed her bedroom door open to peek. As 
soon as she did it, she regretted it; it was one of a person from her 
top 'stay away from me' list. 

"Good morning, Remi." 


She flinched. Too late to turn back now; she pushed her door fully 
open. 


"Good morning to you too, Geoffrey." 


Remilia eyed him, up and down; as she did her face that was full of 
disgust turned into something more of curiosity. 


"Are you going... out?" 
"Yas," 
"Now?" 


"No, tomorrow." 


Sarcasm. One thing she hated about him. She wondered how she 
would cope with living with him, forever on top of that. Maybe she 
could ask her mother to think over the whole fiancee thingy. No, wait. 
Something clicked in her head and she snickered evilly. Geoffrey, 
confused by her sudden change of demeanor, raised an eyebrow at 
her. 


"What're you laughing so creepily about?" 


"Fufufu, so you have finally decided to suicide? Don't worry, | won't 
tell. | will hide your ash well." 


The other vampire stared at her while trying to contemplate her 
words. As he succeeded, it was his turned to laugh. Remilia was 
shocked by his reaction. 


"Wha-Are you making fun of me?" 
"Pardon me, missy, you scared of the sun?" 


"Buh-l, well | am simply concerned! Only a fool will ever venture the 
daylight and be burned to ashes.” 


"Oh, really? Watch." 


As he said that Geoffrey entered and opened the curtain leading to 
the only window on her room. Remilia yelped, running to the edge of 
her bed and crouching behind it to shield herself. The boy ignored 
her and proceeded to open the glass window. After that, he climbed 
out. Remilia, still hiding, slowly peeked up to check on the boy. 


"Geoffrey? Are you dead yet?" 

"Apparently, yes. Wanna see my body crumbling to ashes?" 
Couldn't he put the sarcasm away for a while? Remilia sighed and 
rose to her feet cautiously. There he was, standing with all his glory, 


bracing the daylight. She was overwhelmed with awe, unabled to 
form words for a while. 


"How... could you...?" 


"As long as the sunlight doesn't touch our skin directly it'll be fine. 
That's what these gloves and hat for. You wanna try? Grabbed that 
parasol and come over here." 


Remilia did as she was told and headed for the window. She 
hesitated. 


“Come on, Remi." 

She grabbed her parasoul tighter, closed her eyes, and jumped out 
of the window. As her bare feet touched the grass she opened her 
eyes, finding herself still in one piece and didn't turn to ashes. She 
turned her face to Geoffrey, who gave her an 'I told you' look, and 
smiled in excitement. 

"I'm out on the daylight!" 

With that, she jumped and tackled the boy. The two stumbled down, 
with Remilia simply crushing the boy beneath her while laughing her 
heart off. Geoffrey sighed, taking the parasol to shield her from the 
sun as the girl seemed to have forgotten about it. 

"Remilia, dear?" 


Remilia quickly rose to a sitting position, barely hitting Geoffrey on 
his chin, searching for the source of the voice. 


"What are you doing out there on your pajamas?" 
"Mother!" 


Remilia rushed to the window, leaving the boy to run after her to stop 
her from killing herself from the sun ray, parasol on hand. 


"Mother, mother, look! It's daytime and yet-" 


"Yes, | know sweetie. Ah Geoffrey, are you going somewhere?" 


"Yes, aunt Cecil. | have something to attend back at my house." 
"Hm, hm, | see." 


Cecilia turned her eyes to the ceiling, searching for ideas as she 
stroked her daughter's hair. 


"Can you take Remilia with you then? She seems eager to have a 
walk." 


"But I'm having an important-" 

"Please?" 

The older Scarlet gave him puppy eyes, followed by the younger 
one. Oh for-this mother and daughter-Geoffrey nudged his temple 
and sighed. 

"| understand." 

They squealed, giving each other a high five. 

"Now be a dear and wait at the front door, okay?" 


"Yes, ma'am..." 


With that, the Hildr walked to his waiting spot while the Scarlets 
headed inside. This would take a while. 


Remilia skipped happily down the mansion's long corridor, trying to 
keep her hat intact as she did. Her heart was dancing with 
excitement. This was going to be so much fun! She giggled to 
herself. That was why she failed to notice a figure walking to the 
Opposite direction of her, and as she turned on the corner, she 
bumped on them and fell to her butt. 


"Ouch, watch where you... going..." 


Remilia froze, staring eye to eye with another pair of scarlet eyes. 
"Hello, father." 


She shrunk under his cold gaze, but managed to stand and dust her 
skirt off. 


"Are you going somewhere, Remilia?" 


His deep and stern voice made the young vampire lowered her head 
further. 


"Answer me, would you please?" 
"Yes, father. | am going out to accompany Geoffrey on his errand." 
"Is that all?" 


Remilia flinched, feeling the older Scarlet's eyes bored through her. 
She swallowed hard, trying to find her voice. 


"|... I want... to go..." 


"You do know that it is dangerous for us to walk around on day, don't 
you?" 


She closed her eyes, ready for any punishment she might get. 
"Very well then. | insist that you never-" 

This was it. 

"-forget to keep your parasol with you." 


"Yes-wait, what?" 


The young vampire instantly turned her face back up, staring at her 
father in disbelief. Did he just let her go outside? Wasn't he the one 
who told her NEVER to go outside before, especially on day? This 
was definitely contradicting. 

"Run along now." 


Remilia couldn't believe her ears. She curtsied quickly and ran 
toward the door. 


"Oh, and Remilia. Try not to bump into any of the elders. They may 
send you back home and cause us...'problems'." 


"Yes, Father. And Thank you for your kind understanding.” 


With that she stormed off the front door, skipping happily to her male 
companion. 


"What took you so long?" 

"Hehe, something good just happened." 

"... whatever. Let's go." 

Remilia stood on her ground, crossing her arms. 
"Won't you be a gentleman and escort me properly?" 
Geoffrey glanced at the girl, sighing. 

"Fine, milady. Let us go." 


He bowed and offered his right hand to her. She smiled in 
satisfaction. 


"Thank you." 


And with that, the two young vampires walked under the daylight, 
hand on hand. Daring the sun. 


Ah, so light and fluffy. | feel like contradicting myself as well, 
labeling this as tragedy. Yeah well, it will gradually. 


Hope you enjoy the story as much as | do~ And, if you be kind, 
review please. 


See you in the next chapter. 


The Hildrs 


Remilia Scarlet had never been let freely outside before. 


As the one chosen to be the next heiress of the noble Scarlet, 
Remilia spent her days learning all the things she needed to know; 
from etiquette and manners, to language and politics. With all of her 
needs supplied by the servants, she did not have any reason to 
leave the mansion. It wasn't rare to see her gazing absentmindedly 
through the window while waiting for her next lesson. The girl had 
dreamed about it so many times; to venture outside simply to have 
some fun, not to accompany her grandfather to a political meeting. 
And that one simple dream, came true today. 


Remilia ran around the empty street, happily dragging her male 
companion behind her. She danced and twirled on her heels, 
laughing. Something caught the curiosity in her eyes. 


"Hey, Geoffrey. What is this?" 
"That's a cat. A domisticated, carnivorous mammal-" 
"It is so fluffy!" 


She crouched and stroked the little ball of fur, smiling happily all the 
time. Geoffrey stared as she did, half surprised to see her that 
excited; he thought she was a spoiled child full of arrogance, but at a 
closer look, maybe she was simply innocent and scared of the 
unknown. Oh well, she had never known what it's mean to have fun 
like a little child she actually was. Maybe he would let her took her 
chance. 


"Come on, Remi. There's still more to see." 


He took her around the town, the one she would govern someday; 
the general store, the flower shop, the bakery, and many more. 


Before they realized the sun was already high on the sky. Geoffrey 
stood and stretched. 


"Alright, time to do what we have to do." 


"Hey, Geoffrey." 

"Hm?" 

"Aren't we going to your house?" 
"Yes, we are." 


Remilia furrowed her brow, pushing away the tall grass from her 
vision. 

"Are your house in the wilderness?" 

"Exactly." 

Not another sarcasm. She huffed and decided to keep silent, 
following close behind the other vampire, which is quite hard with her 
long Skirt. After a few minutes of walk through tall grass and weeds, 
they were met with tall fortified walls. Geoffrey crossed his arms, 


waiting for Remilia to calm herself as she saw the magnificent stone 
wall. 


"Alright, let's climb." 
"... you are climbing... the wall to your own house." 


She gave him a skeptical look. Geoffrey ignored her and searched 
for a footing. He cursed. 


"Looks like father had filled the holes | made for footing." 


He looked around, looking for ideas. 


"Why can't we use the front door?" 

"Because." 

Remilia sighed as he ignored her once again. 

"Why can't we just fly?" 

"Oh, right. I'll let the sun burns my wings, thank you." 
"We can use my parasol to cover ourselves." 

"You think the two of us will fit-" 


Geoffrey stopped mid-sentence, turning his head to her in an instant; 
she almost scared he would broke his neck. 


"Fly and carry me up there." 

"What-" 

"Just hurry, Remi. Before anyone spotted us." 

He snatched her parasol, almost forgot to keep it above her head. 
The other vampire took a deep breath, relaxing her wings, letting 
them expand to their full length, which were longer than her own 
height. She took the boy on his arm. Slowly, they hovered on the air, 


and soon enough they passed the wall. Geoffrey handed over her 
parasol, taking the lead once again. 


"So why are you sneaking to your house again?" 


He didn't respond. Remilia started to get irritated and stopped on her 
track, a hand on her hip. 


"Answer me, Geoffrey. Or I'll call the guard." 


How wonderful. He sighed and turned around, giving her an equally 
annoyed look. 


“Because, | don't fancy the idea of bumping into my father." 

Remilia blinked, giving him an oblivious look. 

"What is wrong with your father?" 

"Well, he is..." 

Geoffrey took a deep breath and exhaled an equally long one. 

" „something else." 

What did he mean by that, she wondered. Remilia decided not to 
push the matter any further and followed him climbing through one of 
the many window. A young man was waiting for them, sitting on the 
couch while reading a book. 

"Ah, there you are my dear brother. And who do you have with you?" 
Geoffrey bowed, slightly, before mentioning to Remilia. 

"This is my fiancee, Remilia Scarlet. Remi, this is Reinald. My older 
brother and the next head of Hildr. Greetings' done. Now what do 
you need from me, brother?" 


Reinald shook his head. 


"How rude, Geoffrey. Have a sit, please. I'll call the servant to make 
us tea." 


"No, thanks. If it wasn't for your urgent call, | won't even think of 
going back here." 


The older Hildr grew quiet; his expression turned solemn. 
"Is it because of father?" 


Geoffrey clamped his mouth shut. Remilia simply stared at the two 
Hildr all the time, didn't even know what to say. Adense atmosphere 


filled the air as silence lingered around the room. Just as Geoffrey 
was about to open his mouth to say something, the door creaked 
open leading to the room, revealing his nightmare. 


"Oh shi-" 
"Ah, my beloved son~ You're back~~" 


Remilia flinched a bit as she saw the middle-aged vampire tackled 
his son, hugging him like an over-obsessed parent; then again, 
maybe he really was. Another smaller vampire, probably about a 
year or two younger than her, followed behind him. Judging from his 
silver hair and golden eyes, he must be one of the Hildr as well. 
Geoffrey's younger brother, perhaps? 


"Argh, dad! Get off of me!" 
"You don't know how much | missed you, sonny." 
"Excuse me, father. We have a guest." 


Reinald tapped on his shoulder, motioning to the dumbfounded 
Remilia across the room. The older vampire quickly stood up 
straight, regaining his composure. 


"Welcome, young lady. | am Aldrich, the head of the Hildr household. 
Please make yourself at home." 


"Uh, um, thank you." 


Remilia let out an awkward laugh; Geoffrey did say he was 
something else but she didn't expect him to be... this much. Isn't he 
supposed to be the head of the family? She could never imagine her 
father acting like that. As she was lost in her thought she didn't 
realize a small vampire approaching her, staring at her in curiosity. 
Remilia blinked back to reality, staring eye to eye with a pair of 
golden orbs. 


"Hello..." 


"I'm Willard! And you are?" 

"Remilia Scarlet." 

"Scarlet? Hm, | think I've heard that name." 
"Hey, Will. Stop staring at her." 


Geoffrey snatched his younger brother by his collar, jerking him 
away. 


"Is she your fiancee, Geoffrey? She's pretty! | want a pretty fiancee, 
too." 


"Shut up, Will. You're two and didn't even know what a fiancee is." 


He kept the younger vampire in a headlock and the two boys 
brawled for a while. Reinald sighed. 


"Please don't mind those two vulgar youngster, miss Scarlet." 
"Um... okay." 


So this is the Hildrs. Certainly a visit she would never forget. 


"Damn that old man, | hate him." 

The two young vampires sat on the grass up on the hill, gazing at the 
now lively town, the moon shining brightly above them. Remilia 
chuckled softly, closing her eyes. 

"What are you laughing about?" 


"You have a lively family." 


"Not really. It's more like... annoying." 


"| mean, the last time | spoke with my father, before this morning, 
was about a month ago. | didn't even remember his laughing face. 
Mother is kind, but grandpa doesn't seem to like her too much so he 
send her away a lot." 


Remilia hugged her knees, a small smile on her face. Geoffrey 
glanced at her, before switching his view back to the moonlit sky. 


"Y'know, my old man was not always like that. He started to act all 
protective ever since mom passed away." 


It was her turn to listen closely now; she hugged her knees closer. 


"Some filthy humans calling themselves vampire hunters suddenly 
raided our home and took her away. The old man slain them all 
good, but it wouldn't be long until words spread about our identities 
as vampires. So we moved from our homeland." 


Remilia inhaled deeply. She had never thought how her life would be 
without her mother, and Geoffrey had already endured it for long. For 
once, she felt that her long days staying alone at the mansion wasn't 
the hardest thing there was. 


"Then the lord, Kurios Scarlet, accepted us. He even gave us the 
mansion and authority. So to be honest, we were never nobles to 
begin with." 

"Grandpa, huh? | think | know why he did." 


Remilia rolled her eyes; she had never like her grandfather, that's 
why. 


"He's obsessed with the pure-bloods.” 
"So that's why. | think that's what triggered our engagement as well." 
"Yeah. But this isn't so bad, right?" 


"Huh?" 


Remilia hopped from her sitting position, hovering slightly on the air, 
before her feet touch the ground. She turned around and smiled. 


"Let us return home. | have a lesson to attend tonight." 

Geoffrey stared at her for a while, before chuckling and standing up. 
"As you wish, milady." 

Seems like | throw a lot of characters in this chapter. Oh, well. I 
sense dark things start approaching. *smirk* 

Anyway, enjoy the chapter and review if you may. 


See you in the next chapter. 


The day when everything changes 


"Will you be alright, mother?" 

A young vampire perched on the edge of the bed, a worried 
expression on her face. The older of the two smiled and stroked her 
daughter's hair affectionately. 

"Of course, dear. Now run along and have some fun." 

The little vampire nodded and gave her mother a quick kiss on the 


cheek, before leaving the room beaming with joy. Little that she 
knew, that it would be the last moment they spent together. 


495 years ago, the scarlet mansion- 
"Geoffrey! Geoffrey, wake up!" 


| shook the sleeping vampire, attempting to wake him up. He was 
quite a sleeper! | shook him harder, earning a loud protesting groan. 


"Wha-Remi?" 

"Good, you are awake. Let us go, now." 

He rubbed his eyes, sitting up, staring at me with sleepy eyes. 
"Thank you for knocking before entering-" 

"| have no time for sarcasm, Geoffrey." 

| cut him short; | truly had no time for an idle chit-chat now. 
Something serious was about to happen, and | needed his help. 


Fast. 


"Wake me up in the evening, it's still noon." 


"This is urgent, | need your help." 

That seemed to help him blinking away his sleepiness. He stared 
into my eyes now, seemingly trying to find if | simply make fun of him 
or really meant it. About three seconds passed by until he switched 
his gaze away. 

"Alright, just give me five minutes." 


He yawned and stretched. | smiled in satisfaction. | knew this 
wouldn't be so hard. 


"Meet me at the front gate." 


With that, | scrambled out of his room, face filled my excitement. 
Why you ask? Because today was the day I'd been waiting for years; 
nothing could stop me. Nothing! | swung the front door open and 
leaped outside, standing high and proud with hands on my hip. Wait. 
Did | forget something? 


"Argh, it burns~!" 

The sun. Right. | almost forgot about my biggest enemy. | quickly ran 
back inside and snatched my parasol. | did it one more time, the leap 
and all, but now with a parasol ready to shield me from the killing ray 
of light. That seemed to work. | huffed and smiled proudly. 

"What're you doing, now?" 


"Good timing, Geoffrey. Ready?" 


That was more a rhetorical question though, as | quickly grasped his 
wrist and dragged him. 


"Forward, march!" 


"Do you like flowers that much?" 


"Huh?" 


| raised my head, prying my eyes away from a little something | was 
working on, to look at the source of the voice. Geoffrey was sitting 
not to far away from me, plucking one of the flowers scattered 
around the vast flower field. | gave him a questioning look and he 
sighed. 


"Oh, come on. What's so urgent about picking flowers? You can buy 
a bouquet from the flower shop." 


Ah, so that was it. | giggled and resumed on looking for flowers, 
taking a small yellow one near my feet, ignoring him. | heard him 
whined. 

"Something special happened today, didn't it?" 


"Something ‘will’, if | may say." 


| heard him muttered something, looking for possiblities. | hummed 
happily while hearing his frustated whine. 


"Are you giving up?" 
"Just spill it, Remi." 


Bad answer. | walked toward him and pinched his cheek, hard. He 
groaned in protest. 


"Aren't you rude?" 


"Ah, right. Pardon me, milady. May | ask for your explanation, 
please?" 


He said that slowly, in an annoyingly mocking tone he often used, as 
he rubed his red cheek. His attitude didn't seem to change much 
over the year. Especially his sarcasm; | never succeeded to clean 
that off him. Before | realized | was used to it already. 


"If you insist!" 
| declared proudly and sat beside him. 
"My little sister will be born today." 


He stared at me for a while and blinked, once, twice, before letting 
out a small chuckle. 


"That's it? And you get all worked up about it?" 


"What do you mean ‘that's it’, it means a lot! I've been wanting a little 
sister to play together with." 


"So just me isn't enough?" 

"Well, I'll say!" 

We laughed together for a good while before switching our attention 
back to the flowers. It was only then that | realized Geoffrey was 
making something with the flowers he picked earlier. My curiosity 
perked. 

"What are you making, Geoffrey?" 


"This." 


He revealed his handiwork and put it on my head. | stared at him in 
awe. 


"A flower crown. | learned it back when | helped mom at the flower 
shop." 


| never knew he worked on a flower shop before. He seemed to 
notice my surprise as well and smirked. 


"Now then, what do you want me to make next?" 


"Can you make a flower bouquet?" 


"For aunt Cecil, is it?" 

"And Flandre." 

"Flandre?" 

| giggled as | saw his puzzled face. 


"It is the name of my sister. Flandre Scarlet. It has a nice ring to it, 
isn't it?" 


"Hmm... Okay." 


He suddenly shot to his feet; the swift movement startled me a bit 
and | almost knocked myself off balance. 


"Let's look for the best flowers. Just tell me what kind of impression 
you want to give and I'll find the perfect ones for it." 


He offered his hand and helped me up. Putting his sarcasm away, 
Geoffrey did grow a lot kinder over a year though. | guessed that 
what helped him to escape my ‘get away from me' list. 


| ran through the crowded street, a flower bouquet on hands, heart 
thumping faster than my running feet. Geoffrey decided to stay on 
the flower field a bit longer, or rather forced to, to clean up the mess 
from our little visit. Well, | couldn't help plucking flowers here and 
there. 


Anyway, as soon as the red-painted wall of my house was in vision, | 
picked up my speed even more. | skidded to a stop once | reached 
the front door, trying to catch up my breath as | glanced at the flower 
bouquet on my hands. Good, it was still in one piece. | switched into 
a walk, but still moving in a rather quick pace. 


My footsteps echoed through the wide hall, as my heartbeat 
drummed in my ears; | had never been this excited before. But as | 


approached the corridor leading to my mother's room, something 
strange happened. 


Everything froze; the sound of my thumping heart that was present 
until now was nowhere to be heard. Suddenly, | found myself in a 
dark room, with no source of light. A vampire could see in the dark 
though, so it didn't bother me too much. What truly bothered me was 
the smell of blood, old and new, scattered all over the room. A 
mumbled voice was heard from behind me and | turned around, only 
to be met by a blonde haired girl; her scarlet eyes shone in the dark, 
matching mine. Her face was blurry but | could still see the pained 
look on her eyes, and then suddenly, | was back at the corridor. 


What was that? | shook my head. It felt too real to be a dream. | tried 
to ignore it, but somehow | couldn't push away the chill that slowly 
creeped up my spine. Something was off. As if to prove my theory, | 
saw my father stood in front the room where my mother supposedly 
was, his back against the door; | didn't like the dark expression he 
was wearing. He seemed to be lost in thought as he didn't realize my 
presence, so called out to him. 


"Father?" 


His head that was hung low, suddenly shot up as he stared at me, 
with an emotion | had never seen on him. And he hugged me. | was 
too shocked to hug him back and simply stood there. 


"Remilia, please... Please wait at your room. Don't leave until | call 
for you, understand?" 


His voice trembled and was softer than a whisper, unlike his usual 
stern speech. | could only nodded as he let go of me, slowly, as if | 
would break if he suddenly released his grasp. | tried to take a closer 
look on his face but failed to did so, only succeeded to let my gaze 
fall to the floor. 


"Um, father? Before | go, can you give this to mother? Geoffrey and | 
made this for her and Flandre." 


| brought the flower bouquet up, slightly covering my face, hoping 
that peeking through it gave me enough courage to meet his eyes. 
But | couldn't. | was too afraid. So | quickly scurried to my room as 
he took hold of the bouquet, didn't even dare to give him one last 
glance. 


| lied on my bed, hugging my knees. | recalled the strange vision | 
had before, but quickly regretted it. | hugged myself tighter as | 
started to tremble in unknown fear. Suddenly there was a knock on 
my door. | rushed to my feet and swung it open; a perplexed 
Geoffrey was staring at me on the other end. | sighed. Somehow that 
took a bit load off me, and | managed to breath normally. Geoffrey 
entered and closed the door behind him, taking a seat on the nearby 
chair while | climbed back to my bed. 


"... uncle Laine told me to accompany you here." 

| let out a quiet hum in response, staring at the ceiling. We stayed 
like that, for | didn't know how long. Suddenly | heard a loud slam 
and bolted back to a sitting position. 


" Where is it!" 


A familiar voice of anger was heard and | took a quick breath. | could 
sense Geoffrey tensed up himself as he spoke in a whisper. 


"It's Lord Kurios." 
"Grandpa?" 


| managed to let out a small whisper before jumping to my feet and 
stormed out, knocking Geoffrey out of the way as | did. He didn't 
recover quick enough to run after me. 


"Remi! Remi, wait!" 


| ignored him and ran as fast as my feet could get. As if it wasn't 
enough, | crouched and stretched my wings to full length, speeding 
up. | couldn't even remember how many servants | crashed into as | 
flew through the corridor, heading to the source of the voice. And 
then, the door to my mother's room stood in front of me. 


"Ah, what a hideous creature. We have to get rid of it right away." 
Grandpa's voice. 

"Please father, reconsider." 

It was father this time. | gulped and took hold of the doorknob. 


"Reconsider, you say? Nonsense! Didn't you see how that little 
abomination ripped itself free out of her?" 


"She is just a newborn baby." 

"A monster!" 

"SHE IS MY DAUGHTER!" 

Right at that moment | turned the doorknob and swung it open. 
Father and grandpa quickly turned their head toward me. Father's 
furious face quickly softened as he saw me, and he whispered in 
disbelief. 

"... Remilia?" 

| didn't move, simply staring at the whole scene, and at the small 
body of a baby between them. Grandpa spatted in disgust and 
approached the small bed. 

"Time to finish what | come here for." 


He took the baby by the leg, letting it dangle freely on the air 


"No! Flandre!" 


| shouted, and as if in cue | heard her cried. The old man suddenly 
tensed and threw Flandre away in alarm, and then somehow, 
everything seemed to move in a slow motion. | saw how she 
clenched her hand, and how a servant that was standing beside 
grandpa burst into a pool of blood. Father quickly caught Flan on his 
arm, but it wasn't enough to quiet her down. She clenched her palms 
again; more and more pool of blood was formed, until nobody but us 
remained in that room. She quieted down eventually, after father 
whispered something | couldn't hear to her ear. | switched my gaze 
back to grandpa; his face wore the same aloofness as ever. 


"Hand me the baby, Laine." 


"Flandre is my daughter, and the last memories that Cecil left. | will 
never hand her over to you." 


"Yes, yes, it was her fault wasn't it?" 


He chuckled darkly, his head hanged to his side like a broken 
puppet. | clinged to my father's long coat, afraid of the strange aura 
and creepy smile he was giving. 


"Oh... the impure blood of the former human... this is why | told you 
not to choose her, Laine... Ah, yes... Cecilia Scarlet has died and 
the baby died with her... | cannot let anyone know that such 
abomination ever born under the Scarlet name..." 


"| never regret my decision, father." 

Suddenly his face crunched as he heard that; the sickening smile 
that was there turned into fury. | grasped on my father's coat tighter, 
but father didn't wavered even a bit. 


"These are the daughters that Cecil and | treasured the most. | will 
never give them up." 


"LAINE SCARLET!" 


His voice boomed and | closed my eyes. Father pushed me behind 
him, hiding me under his long coat. 


"If nobody knew about her, will it be enough for you?" 


The atmosphere quieted down. | peeked from behind father, hugging 
him as | shivered. After a long silence, grandpa huffed. 


"Expand the basement and lock that wicked creature on the deepest 
part." 


He turned toward the door, his eyes fixed on me as he passed 
beside us; | hid myself further. 


"Heed my words, Laine. /t shall never leave the basement at all cost, 
and nobody but us shall know of its existence. A group of magicians 
will enforce the room with the strongest barrier there is, and | will 
assign special guards to monitor the seal." 


He stopped as he turned the doorknob and gave us one last glance. 


"From now on, that thing is our ‘dirty little secret’; a pandora box that 
shall never be opened..." 


| slumped back to my room, a lifeless look on my eyes. | was quite 
surprised to see Geoffrey waiting for me there, sitting on the same 
chair with a slight concern on his face. 


"Took you long enough. And what with the long face?" 


| felt tears threatened to come out, but it never did; | bit my lips and 
clenched my fist until my knuckles turned white. After | regained my 
voice, | raised my face to meet Geoffrey's; determination flaring from 
my scarlet eyes. 


"Geoffrey, teach me how to fight. That is one thing your family was 
known for, true?" 


| had to protect Flandre, my beloved little sister, from now and 
forever. And for that, | need power. A power greater than anything; a 
power strong enough to govern and bend this miserable fate. 


Happy New Year 2013, everyone! And this is my new year's gift 
to you: chapter 3 and chapter 4 in a day update. 


Okay, so | started with dark things first time in the year. But 
anyway, Flan finally make an entrance! From now on the 
tragedy will start. *smirk* 


Enjoy the chapter though, and review if you may. 


See you in the next chapter~ 


Gibberish Talk 


The first thing | could remember was a pair of scarlet orbs. Furious, 
and then full of sorrow. After that, all | knew and saw was darkness. 


- Beginning of an end: Flandre's Side- 


Flan. Flandre. Flandre Scarlet. That was how the two of them called 
me. So it was my name, | guess. Everything was dark around here. 
But they said vampires could see in the dark. And | could see in the 
dark. That means | am a vampire! But what does a vampire do? 


"Flandre, are you awake? | brought your meal." 

“Onee-sama!" 

| tackled her happily. Her? Well, the one with lavender hair here was 
my older sister. Her name was Remilia. Every once in a while she 
came down to play with me, sometimes with my father as well. | 
loved both them so much. 

"Flan, please be patient and wait on the table." 

| realized | had been snuggling her until now. So | let go and eagerly 
waited on my dining table in the center of the room, legs dangling off 
the chair. Onee-sama sighed and put a tray of food on the table. A 
steak dripping with blood! One of my favorite. | quickly reached for it 
with my hand but Onee-sama swatted my hand away. 

"Flan, use your knife and fork." 

| tilted my head. 

"But, but, if | don't hurry catch it, it will escape!" 


"Food couldn't run away." 


No way! | stared at her in disbelief. 


"But the last time it ran from me! The one with four legs that goes 
‘oink, oink'!" 


"They fed you living livestock!" 


Onee-sama's voice roared and | shrunk in fear, letting my hands fell 
to my side. | saw her sinked on her chair, pinching her temple. She 
looked troubled. Was it my fault? | tried to say something to cheer 
her up. 


"... it was kinda fun, though..." 


She peeked from behind her hand and sighed. And after a while, she 
stroked my hair. 


"| will inform father about this. From now on, your food will never... 
run away from you again. So it them slowly, okay?" 


| nodded and reached for the knife and fork, slowly eating my meal. 


| was living in a basement; | acknowledged it after a while. That was 
why everything was dark. | knew because everything big sis and 
father told me, about the sky and the moon, was different from what | 
saw everyday. So one day | asked father, and he hesitantly told me. 
That | lived deep underground, in the basement of our mansion. | 
couldn't get out, he said, not now. Someday. But when was it? His 
face always looked sad when | asked about it, so | decided to stop 
asking. | couldn't stand seeing him like that. 


"Do you want to see the night sky so much, Flandre?" 


| opened my mouth, but hesitate, and switched my gaze to the 
ground. 


"But... | must not go out, right, Father? | don't want to trouble you..." 


That was true. He always seemed sad and distant, even when he 
smiled. It was hurt to see it sometimes. If staying here could lessen 
his burden, | didn't mind. 


"Besides, onee-sama always come here to play with me and tell me 
stories." 


| brought my face back up, a bright smile on my face. He chuckled 
slightly and crouched to pat me. 


"You don't have to get out to meet the star; | will bring the star down 
here for you." 


| stared at him, dumbfounded. He rose to his full height and 
stretched his both arms upward. 


"Close your eyes, Flan." 

| did as | was told, tightly keep my eye shut with both hands. | heard 
something rumbled. After the rumbling stopped, | felt myself being 
lifted off the ground. 


"You can open them now." 


Once again | obeyed. | glanced down and saw father put me on his 
shoulder, giving him a questioning look. 


"Look up there." 
| switched my gaze upward and was surprised with what | saw. 
"The stars! Father, there are stars up there!" 


| heard him laughed and | did the same, raising my hands as | 
pretending to reach it. | had never seen something like that outside 
of a book; so glittery and beautiful, | felt like | can stare at it forever! | 
slept peacefully that day, dreaming of the stars that watching me all 
the time. Maybe someday, | could see the true night sky, together 
with father and big sister. 


| wonder why my wings looked different from father and big sister. 
But big sister said it was beautiful, like a tree with jewels as its 
leaves. So | didn't bother. Even though it was hard to fly with them; | 
could only float a few feet before collapsing in exhaustion. If | could 
finally fly properly with them, maybe someday | could reach for the 
stars up there, and brought one back for big sister and father. 


Did you know, there were eyes everywhere? One day | told big sister 
about it, but she simply gave me a confused look, before excusing 
herself and left. | was so sad back then. So | never said anything 
about them again, afraid that she might leave. After that, everything 
turned back like it usually was. 


"What is that, onee-sama?" 
"This? Why don't you come here and take a look?" 


| carefully approached the foreign item, eyes fixed on it. Big sister 
sighed and crossed her arms. 


"It is alright, Flan. Come here." 


| walked in a faster pace, but still unsure about it. | hid myself behind 
her and narrowed my eyes, staring at it. 


"So, what is that?" 
"It is a telescope, for viewing the star." 
"| can see the star without it." 


Big sister dragged me away from behind her and put me in front of 
the telescope. 


"Try using it first." 


How? | sighed and fiddle with it. If it was used to view something, 
then shouldn't | put my eyes somewhere? | searched for any such 
places. Maybe here? | tried to look through it and gasped. 


“Onee-sama, the star looks so close!" 
"... SO it works?" 

"Hm?" 

"Never mind. How is it, Flan?" 

"... It is kinda blurry." 


| mumbled in disappointment, and glanced back at big sister. She 
seemed to think about something, before heading for the door. 


"| will ask father about how to use it, but he is busy today. Would you 
be a good girl and patiently waited until tomorrow?" 


"Okay." 
"Oh, and happy birthday, Flan." 


She smiled and put her hand on the huge steel door. The door 
groaned a bit, before opening itself. | saw some familiar faces on the 
other end. They were the guards, or so father told me. They also the 
one that sometimes brought me my food, but their food had never 
been good. They glanced at me with a strange look before | saw big 
sister scolded them. After a while, the door slammed shut once again 
and | was back on my on. 


So it was my birthday again, today? | wonder how old | am now. 
Hmm... | thought | count them somewhere. | skipped to a certain 
part of the thick wall and found the scribble | made. | took my crayon 
and drew another line. 


"One hundred and... ninety-five." 


| put my hand on hips and smiled at it proudly. But | didn't have time 
for this! | ran back to where my birthday present was and fumbled 
with it once again. | giggled. 


"Father would be surprised if can find the way to use it myself!" 


| must showed him that | was no longer a helpless little child. Maybe 
he could finally find a way to let me go outside after this. Just 
thinking about it made me happy. But it wasn't as easy as | thought. 
After | didn't know how long, | gave up and let myself fell to the cold 
ground, growling in frustration. | saw the eye on the telescope staring 
at me. | puffed my cheek. 


"What are you looking at?" 


In a moment of instinct, | crushed that eye, and then, somehow, the 
telescope bursted into nothingness. | sat back up, staring at its 
remnants in disbelief. What happened? Did | just broke it? | started 
to panic and gathered the broken pieces. The sharp edges dug into 
my skin but | didn't care; my wounds was closed as quick as it 
opened. My vain attempt didn't bring anything, and once again | 
stared at them with horror in my eyes. | snapped my eyes away from 
it and saw the eyes around me stared deeply at me, as if suspecting 
me. | gritted my teeth and shouted. 


"What are you all looking at! Stop looking at me!" 


And | rose to my feet, crushing any eyes | saw. As | did that, 
everything around me exploded into pieces. When | came to, 
everything was already gone. My bed, my dining table, my toys; 
everything was nothing but tiny little pieces now. But the eyes were 
still there, staring at me from the dark. | fell to my knees, staring back 
at them in horror. 


"..you..broke everything..." 


"Oh no, you are the one who broke them." 


A strange voice was heard and | clutched my head. 

“No, you're wrong-" 

" You were the one who crushed the ‘eye’, and you broke them." 
"No! | didn't mean to-" 

" But you did." 

"NO!" 

| felt my wings burned and | screamed in agony. 

"-an... flan... calm down..." 


| faintly heard father's voice, but | couldn't see anything but the eyes. 
| screamed again, this time in horror, and | crushed them on and on. 

How long did | do that | don't remember anymore; the paranoia filled 

me that | lost track of everything. Suddenly, | felt someone embraced 
me and | calmed down, and the eyes slowly disappeared. | blinked in 
confusion. 


"... are you alright, Flandre?" 


It was father. | nodded slowly and clutched his shirt, burying myself 
on the red fabric and starting to sob loudly. 


"... you must be very scared... it is alright, now..." 

| felt him stroking my hair gently, like he always did. Something wet 
fell to my cheek, mixed with my tears. Did he cry, too? | wiped my 
wet cheek. It was red. | tensed and looked up at his face, eyes filled 
with horror once again. 

"Father...? 


He simply smiled. 


"father, you're covered in blood..." 


It was then that | could realized that he hugged me with only an arm, 
and that his other arm was nowhere to be seen. | started to panic 
once more but he patted my head. 


".. this seems... bad... somehow | couldn't regenerate..." 

"l-I didn't mean to-" 

| slowly backed away but he held me in place, embracing me tighter. 
"... you're a good child... | Know you didn't mean it Flandre..." 


My tears started to flow again, and | hugged him back, gently, afraid 
that | might break him again. 


"... listen, Flandre... that eyes... your power... is stronger than 
anything in this world..." 


He shakily brought up my right palm. 


"... such great power... come with great responsibility... would you 
promise me not use it carelessly..?" 


| nodded, slowly, tears still freely flowing down my face. He sighed 
contentedly after that, and whispered. 


"... Lam relieved..." 


| felt his body went limp. | tried to hold him and shook him a few 
times, but he didn't move. And then, suddenly, he disappeared. 


"... father?" 
Only silence greeted me. 


"Father, where are you?" 


Still nothing. | started to feel sick. 
" He's gone." 


The sound echoed in my mind and | clutched my head, screaming 
again. The eyes returned. | glared at them and brought my hand 
toward them, but stopped mid-movement. | cried instead, hugging 
myself tightly as | curled into a ball; cursing myself, and my 
newfound power. 


Everything felt dull. Even the starry sky that twinkled happily up 
there, that stared down at me, as if mocking me. But | didn't even 
care. My body felt heavy with guilt. | didn't feel like doing anything; | 
wanted nothing more than just letting myself rot and die here. My 
wish was for once granted. | heard the guard knocked on the steel 
door and shouted. 


"Y'hear that, lil' monster. Lord Kurios finally decided to execute you!" 
| smiled and chuckled softly, closing my eyes, waiting for the end. | 
fell asleep not long after, tired of everything. My dreamless state was 
disturbed as | heard a loud explosion from outside, and the sound of 
restless footsteps in front of my door. | rose to my feet and rushed to 
the cold steel door, putting my ears on it as | tried to get a better 
hearing. 

"The main hall, hurry to the main hall! 

"The young mistress-lady Remilia had gone mad!" 


".., Onee-sama?" 


Hello, and welcome back! Was this chapter kinda bizarre? Ah 
well, it served for the title ‘gibberish talk’. 


This chapter was inspired by a touhou doujin 'Here no more' by 
Demour402. You may wanna give it a shot. 


Anyways, C liffhanger! Stay tune for the next chapter, and 
enjoy! 


The Girl who Defied Fate 


Ever since that day | promised 

to become stronger, 

to never shed any tears, 

to acknowledge fear no more. 

I had killed my weak self and abandoned my foolish thought. 
Eventually | obtained this power over fate, 

but even then , 


could I ever find the happy ending | sought? 


- Beginning of an end: Remilia's Side- 
"a. l yield." 


| pretended not to hear that, as | brought my spear to my side and 
bent my body, ready to throw the finishing blow. Not long after, it flew 
off my hand and chase after its target in the speed that even eyes 
couldn't follow. 


"| said | yield! Remi!" 


The spear struck the ground only a few inch away from the 
Supposedly target, and | smirked. Actually, it didn't miss at all; he 
wasn't even my target from the start. | crossed my arms, still floating 
on the air, gazing down at the silver-haired boy that was sitting not 
SO graciously on the ground. He stared back at me with a slightly 
shocked face. 


"Are you trying to kill me?" 


"Oh, but | didn't, did I? 'Gungnir always struck its target, Knowing no 
fail." You should know it the best since you were the one who taught 
me how to summon it." 


"Hmph, well spoken." 


| chuckled and slowly descended, helping him back to his feet. He 
sighed and took my hand. | studied him a bit as he did. It was 
strange, | thought. The first time | started sparring with him | would 
be the one sprawling on the ground. But nowadays, the role seemed 
to be reversed. 


"Have you gotten weaker, Geoffrey?" 


"| haven't. It's just that you have some strange way of predicting my 
move. You can see the future or something?" 


"Um, well... | rather call it ‘intuition’." 


That was actually a lie. | could somehow predict the future, or should 
| say, see the upcoming fate. It would be a little exaggerating to call it 
‘manipulation of fate' though, as | could only see and choose which 
red string | wanted to connect with the current time; my choices were 
limited to the fixed possibilities. | guessed this strange power had 
always been within me, but stayed dormant for a long time. And what 
triggered it was- 


"Hello? Earth to Remilia?" 

| blinked myself back to reality. Geoffrey was waving his hand in front 
of my face, gaining my attention. As | took a closer look, he had this 
annoying smirk on his face. 


"How rare to see you spacing out like that; almost feels like the old 
Remilia is back." 


"What do you mean, Geoffrey? | am me, and have always been." 


| noticed he about to say something but was stopped mid-sentence 
as the clock on the tower rung loudly, signaling the midnight. | 
quickly turned and walked back to the mansion, waving slightly to 
dismiss him. 


"Hey, Remi!" 
"Yes?" 


| stopped and glanced for a while. | caught a bit disgust on his face, 
before he shook his head. 


"Never mind." 


| nodded and proceeded on my way, heading to the kitchen to fetch 
a meal for a certain someone waiting for me underground. 


The walk to the basement always disturbed me. The cold and damp 
atmosphere, the stench of rotten flesh and blood that never 
disappeared; it made me sick. But disturbed me the most was the 
fact that the one locked down the cellar, was none other but my little 
sister. | shook my head to dismiss my building anger, composing 
myself as | met the guards. They bowed as they recognised me, 
stepping aside as | held my hand against the door. With a little magic 
trick my father taught me, | disabled all the seals around the room. 
The guards always readied their swords as | did, and | spat in 
disgust. | always hated how their eyes saw my sister as if she was 
some kind of abomination. 


Nevertheless, | ignored them and stepped inside. Holding the tray of 
food on my hands, | called for her. 


"Flandre, are you awake? | brought your meal." 


"Onee-sama!" 


Suddenly | felt someone tackled me from the front; | struggled hard 
to keep the food from spilling. My little sister, Flandre Scarlet, hung 
on my torso as if her life depended on it. | secretly smiled at her cute 
behavior. 


"Flan, please be patient and wait on the table." 

Much to my relief, she let go and eagerly waited on the dining table. 
She was such a child, | thought, as | sighed and put the tray on the 
table. Her eyes was glittery as | revealed a steak dripping with blood. 
It was one of her favorite, | knew. In one swift movement, to my 


surprise, her right hand shot out to grab the meat. | instinctly swatted 
her hand away. 


"Flan, use your knife and fork." 

She tilted her head, pouting a bit. 

"But, but, if | don't hurry catch it, it will escape!" 
"Food couldn't run away." 

She seemed startled by the fact, which confused me. 


"But the last time it ran from me! The one with four legs that goes 
‘oink, oink'!" 


What? 

"They fed you living livestock!" 

My previously fading anger shot high and | slammed the table. 
Flandre shrunk under my gaze and | quickly tried to compose myself, 
sinking to my chair. How could they... Just how much lower could 
they see Flan? | clenched my teeth in rage. 


"... it was kinda fun, though..." 


Her small voice brought me back and | sighed once again. For now, | 
could only try to cheer her up, and | softly stroked her hair. 


"| will inform father about this. From now on, your food will never... 
run away from you again. So eat them slowly, okay?" 


She nodded and reached for the knife and fork. | smiled as | watched 
her eating her meal slowly, while my mind wandered on how | should 
punish those disrespectful servants. Well, they had better be 
prepared for their demise. 

" Hey, onee-sama." 

" What is it, Flan?” 


" Why do my wings looked different from yours and father?" 


".. that means you are unique, Flan. No other up there has wings 
such yours." 


" There isn't?" 


" Yes. And they are beautiful and so colorful. Like a tree with jewels 
as its leaves." 


" It is? It is! Hehe, Thank you onee-sama." 

" You're welcome." 

" Maybe, that's why I can see those eyes?" 

" Eyes?" 

" Yes, onee-sama, there are eyes everywhere! Can't you see them?" 
"... Flan, | have to go now." 


" Wait, what's wrong onee-sama?" 


" Oh well, | know you are busy. Sorry..." 


" See you tomorrow, then..." 


"Here it is." 


| looked at the telescope that Geoffrey brought in slight awe. 
Fumbling with it, | asked him. 


"Is it still working?" 


"| don't know, | never used them myself. Maybe we should check it 
first." 


"Never mind." 


| quickly carried it on my hands and headed out of his room, heading 
further inside the mansion. Geoffrey followed me hesitantly, before 
stopping on his track. 


"Watching the stars indoor are we now?" 

"In the basement to be precise." 

| heard him snorted, before snickering. 

"Sure, the lens could see through the ceiling." 

"Thank you for your sarcasm Geoffrey, but | am seriously taking this 
to the basement. Father had scattered artificial stars with his magic 
there and | am giving this to Flan so she could watch them closer. So 
if you'll excuse me, since you never wanted to go to the basement 


anyway, | have something important to attend. Thank you and see 
you later." 


With that, | turned on my heels and headed to the basement. Had 
Geoffrey been seeing Flan with the same eyes as the others? That 
mere thought was enough to make myself boiling with rage and pain. 
| brushed that thought away and opened the huge steel door | knew 
too much, finding Flan sitting on the floor, playing with her dolls. She 
quickly ran toward me as she noticed me. | smiled and set the 
telescope on the floor. Suddenly, she stopped on her track. 

"What is that, onee-sama?" 

"This? Why don't you come here and take a look?" 


She approached ever so carefully, eyes fixed on the telescope. | 
sighed and crossed my arms. 


"It is alright, Flan. Come here." 


She walked in a faster pace, but changed her course to hide behind 
me, eyes narrowed. 


"So, what is that?" 
"It is a telescope, for viewing the star." 
"| can see the star without it." 


This is troublesome. | dragged her away from behind me and set her 
in front of the telescope. 


"Try using it first." 


| watched her fumbling with it for a while before finding the eyehole. 
Then she gasped in alarm. 


"Onee-sama, the star looks so close!" 
... SO it works? | mumbled too loudly to myself. 


"H m?" 


"Never mind. How is it, Flan?" 
"... It is kinda blurry." 


| see... | didn't Know how to use it myself. Maybe father? But he was 
busy today. After a few mental arguments | sighed and headed to the 
exit. 


"| will ask father about how to use it, but he is busy today. Would you 
be a good girl and patiently waited until tomorrow?" 


"Okay." 
"Oh, and happy birthday, Flan." 


| smiled and left, couldn't wait myself for tomorrow to come. 


| jolted awake with cold sweats on my face, breathing heavily from 
my nightmare. | sat on my bed, trying to calm myself. It was no 
dream; | knew it better than anyone else. It was a glimpse of the 
upcoming fate. And the only way to change it was- 


"Are you alright, Remilia?" 


| snapped my head toward the source of the voice. It was father. | 
took a deep breath, trying to find my voice. 


"| am fine, father. Are you going to the basement as of now?" 
"Indeed." 

"| will come with you." 

The only way to change that fate is- 

| clenched my fist as | followed suit behind him, heading toward the 


basement. Tonight the guards were dismissed in accordance to 
father's order, which increase my uneasiness. The cold steel door 


creaked open, and for once, a cold chill called fear invaded myself 
for the first time in this one hundred and ninety-five years. 


Stood in the middle of the room was the young blonde vampire, with 
blood red eyes, screaming in agony. Her rainbow colored wings 
grew, and the jewels on them turned into unbreakable thorns, 
entwining the fragile girls. And as she clenched her hands, 
everything around her disappeared. 


The fate flashed before my eyes and | rushed into the scene without 
hesitation, claws ready to strike. | replayed the images of that fate in 
my head, trying to find any loophole for avoiding it. 


The helpless little girl with monstrous power would obliterate 
everything she loved, without her own will. And to stop her- 


Everything happened according to the fate | saw; what would be 
broken, how, when, and where. | swiftly dodged any blow and 
closing in to her. 

To stop her- 

| was only a few feet away from her now. 


The older sister shall end the miserable life of the younger one. 


| halted, claws barely slicing her neck. What? What kind of end was 
that? | scanned through the thread of fate for another posibilities. 


But there was none. 

My mind was distracted that | didn't realized her own claws dugged 
into my chest and sent me flying to the far away wall. My whole body 
felt numb from simply her one blow. 


To stop her-kill-the older sister shall kill-she would obliterate 
everything- 


There had to be another way. A happy ending that | sought; there 
had to be somewhere! 


- end her miserable life-thus the little girl shall never know pain or 
inflict pain- 


No. There is another way. There MUST be another way! 

- kill-kill her-end her misery-kill-kill-for a better good- 

"SHUT UP!" 

"Remilia, get down!" 

Suddenly | was shoved away, out of the room of slaughter. The last 


thing | saw was my father's towering figure, with a sad small on his 
face, before everything turned black. 


The first thing | saw as | opened my eyes was the familiar ceiling of 
my room, and Geoffrey that was sitting on the nearby chair, with 
book on his hand. 


"You're finally awake, Remi." 


| sat and flinched in pain; despite my ability to regenerate, the wound 
that Flan inflicted was hard to recover. Geoffrey sighed and closed 
his book, setting it away on the desk, his face looked troubled. 


"How do | put it... Uncle Laine..." 
"He is dead." 
| stated, matter of factly, but actually my throat felt like burning as | 


said it. | had failed. | shutted my eyes tightly. This wasn't supposed to 
happen! | clenched my hands until my nails dug into my palms, 


shivering. Father has... And then Flandre... For a long time | once 
again felt tears threatened to come out. 


Geoffrey patted my head, sighing again. 


"I'm sorry for what happened, Remi. But | promise you, from now on, 
you don't have anything to worry about anymore." 


"a SO! 
My shivering stopped and | opened my eyes, staring deeply at him. 


"As father has finally out of the way, grandpa decided to execute 
Flan now. Am | right, Geoffrey?" 


He didn't answer. Instead, he headed for the door. 


"Lord Kurios called for me. He told me to substitute him on attending 
some foreign affairs, as he wanted to quickly head back to look after 
the execution. So | might not be here to accompany you when the 
time come, Remi." 


"You don't even feel sorry for her, huh, Geoffrey?" 


He didn't flinch even a bit, and closed the door behind him. | stared 
coldly at the door, where he just left, and rose to my feet. Slowly 
heading outside. 


There was a party on the main hall. The servants and alike was 
laughing their heart off, as if celebrating the end of a long war. | 
approached one of them; he didn't seem sober, much like the rest of 
them. 


"You seems very happy? What might have happened, | wonder?" 


"Yeah, finally. Finally that little monster in the basement will be killed! 
Ah, that give a load off my mind. | had been afraid when she would 
break free." 


"| see, | see... That's why you were so happy?" 


A smiled stretched on my eyes. Before long, it turned into a 
sickening grin. 


"Shall | join the party?" 


In a moment of impulse, | reached for his head and snapped his 
neck like a chopstick. Some of them sobered up and looked at me in 
horror. | glanced back at them, prying the head | was holding off the 
body and held it on my hand like some kind of trophy. 


That night, all the other vampires will be slaughtered by her hands. 
And none would be spared. For if nobody accepted the little girl, 
nobody there shall be. 


Ah... The moon is so red... | snapped my head upward; my insane 
laughter filled the entire hall. 


" This shall be a fun night." 


And... that's it, folks. | hope Remi's side clear off most of the 
questioning part from the previous chapter. 


Anyways, this chapter was inspired by touhou doujin 'Gungnir' 
by stripe pattern. Another awesome work with full colors. 


Enjoy the story everyone! Review if you may, and see you in the 
next chapter! 


A Crazed Festival Under The Scarlet Moon 


Tonight, under the scarlet moon, the majestic red mansion drown in 
the sea of blood. 


300 years ago, the town where the vampires dwell- 


The town of the night was as restless as could be. Footsteps here 
and there, bone crunching, blood splashing; the little town was 
engulfed in a mad festival of slaughter and death. And up on the 
moonlit sky, a young demon, with red stains covering its whole front, 
grinning down at the spectacles with a sickening smile. And with an 
unearthly cry, it struck down anything it saw, tearing them with its 
claws and fangs. Its movement stopped abruptly as a gunshot was 
heard, and a bullet stuck deep into its skull. 


"Sentry boy, status report." 

The man spoke quietly, hands still gripping on his gun tightly, eyes 
fixed on the monstrosity in front of him; a monstrosity that was once 
a young lady he served. He gritted his teeth and spoke louder. 


"Oi, sentry boy!" 


"Uh, yes! More than half of the servants had been wiped out, and the 
other family of vampires had been noted as gone. The young 
mistress must have targeted the vampires instead of us servants. If 
we run now..." 


"Tell everyone that left to stand their ground until Lord Kurios and the 
Hildrs return." 


The young boy beside him stood shakily, clenching his fist. 


"Are you nuts!? What can a familiar like us do? We will end up 
getting kil-" 


He stopped mid-sentence as his body fell to the ground, his head 
nowhere to be seen. The vampire from before appeared in front of 
the fallen body, its own head snapped to the side. 


"Yes, yes. He should be grateful that | granted his last wish. Beside, | 
think | will do the same to the rest of you familiars if you don't step 
aside. And you said the old man is coming back with his cronies? 
Good. It will safe my time hunting him down." 


The male familiar stood his ground, watching as the vampire tilted its 
head back to place, while its smile stretched once again. His stern 
gaze softened and he lowered his gun. 


"Lady Remilia, please return to your room." 


The vampire was caught off guard by his reply, her shining red eyes 
regained their sanity for a moment, before she growled and returned 
to her feral instinct. Her sharp claws sliced his neck in an instant, 
sending another dead body to the pile of corpses. The young 
vampire fell silent, raising her face to meet the scarlet moon. Slowly, 
she fell to her knees; her torn mind was beyond tired, and the lone 
battle had started to take a toll on her physically. But a slight vision of 
a certain blonde vampire brought her back to her feet, and she 
smiled softly. 


"Wait for me, Flandre." 


Her silent remedy was cut short; a spear rained down from the sky 
and she jolted back to reality, quick enough to jump away from the 
impending blow. 


"What do we have here, hm? Have | grown senile enough to mistake 
my town that is Supposed to be here?" 


Remilia snapped her head upward, her furious scarlet orbs pierced 
the night sky to fall on a certain figure. She snarled. 


"Kurios Scarlet..." 


"That is not how you suppose to address your grandfather, Remilia. 
Have you forgotten your manner?" 


She ignored the comment and charged upward, completely blinded 
with anger and grudge. The old vampire didn't flinched even a bit. 

Suddenly, out of nowhere, another figure appeared and shoved the 
younger vampire away, sending her back stumbling on the ground. 


"Remilia, stop this madness right now!" 


He shouted, seemingly hesitating to bring his spear against her. The 
other vampire didn't care though, and she readied her claws to strike 
back. The oldest Scarlet sighed in disgust. 


"Aldrich. Reinald. Teach this young lady a bit of manner, will you?" 
"But Lord Kurios-" 
"Father." 


Reinald Hildr patted on his father's shoulder, shaking his head. The 
older Hildr gave up and brought his both arms to his side, gathering 
his power. 


"I'm sorry, Remilia." 
Divine Spear: Spear the Gungnir 


Thousands of spears materialized themselves and rained down the 
lone figure on the ground. Her shrieking cry could be heard as they 
pierced her flesh mercilessly. The ever so prideful Lord Kurios didn't 
seem to be interested even a bit; he floated under the scarlet moon 
with all his arrogance, watching the whole scene unfold with ice cold 
gaze. As the dust cleared off to show the pitiful figure of the young 
vampire pinned to the ground, he stroked his long beard like a 
teacher watching their foolish pupil enduring their punishment. 


"Have you learned your lesson, Remilia? Now be a good girl and 
stay there while | finish what | come here for. | believe the real 


abomination is still down the basement." 
"You bastard!" 


Remilia thrashed wildly, trying to break free from the spears keeping 
her down. Her own blood splattered around her as the action started 
to peel her flesh slowly. Lord Kurios sighed. 


"Continue her lesson, Aldrich." 


Closing his eyes, the head of the Hildrs summoned his spears again, 
sending them back to strike the vampire. But they never hit her; out 
of the blue, they disappeared. Time seemed to stop back then, as an 
unknown figure emerged from the broken stairs of the basement. It 
blinked once, then twice, trying to adjust its vision to the moonlit 
night. Everyone froze, even the young Scarlet that was thrashing 
ever so wildly before. All of their eyes fixed on the blond vampire that 
just arrived to the scene; the crystals on her wings jingled softly on 
the dead of the night. She brought her gaze upward, finally noticing 
the other vampires, and took a deep breath. 


"Stop bullying onee-sama, you meanie!" 


Right after that, she crouched beside her sister, worry painted all 
over her face. 


"Onee-sama, are you alright?" 

"Flandre, you... How do you..." 

"Oh, | make a hole on the gate. Then some scary people hit me and 
stabbed me. It hurt a lot, but I'm fine now. | was angry though, so | 
kyu them all, and they go boom ." 

Remilia didn't know what to say anymore. She simply stared, 
dumbfounded, and flinched slightly when the younger vampire geta 
spear out of her flesh. 


"Lord Kurios, she... who..." 


"Summon your spear again, Aldrich! Before she kill us all!" 


Remilia tensed up as she heard that, but Flandre didn't seem to be 
as shocked as her sister. She held her sister back down instead and 
tore one of her own wings off, brandished it on her right hand like 
some kind of a sword. 


"Taboo... Laevateinn..." 

In one mighty swing, the whole sky was engulfed in flame, burning 
everything in her sight. And just with that, the two Scarlet were left 
alone in the empty ruins of the town. Flandre turned to check on her 
sister again, only to find the girl staring back with tears falling down 
her cheek silently. She quickly rushed back to her side. 
"Onee-sama? Onee-sama, is something wrong? Are you hurt?" 
The younger Scarlet was taken aback as her sister suddenly 
embraced her, sobbing quietly as she did. She softly hugged her 
back, carefully as not to hurt her precious onee-sama. 

"It's over... It's over now, Flan..." 

"a. yeah." 

The two vampire held each other for a while, with only the moon 
watching over them. Little that they know, another pair of Scarlet 
orbs were watching them from afar. 

Taboo: Laevateinn 

"Onee-sama, look out!" 


Remilia skidded on the hard ground, shoved away from the deadly 
burst of fire that was only a strand of hair away from burning her to 
death. She quickly brought her face back up in panic, trying to find 
her little sister. 


"Flandre? Flandre, where are you!" 


"That was a close call, if | didn't clench the eye on the right moment." 


Remilia froze, her voice caught on her throat as she stared at the 
source of the voice in horror. Her grandfather, with grotesque wings 
and seven-colored crystals hanging on them sprouting from his back. 
The end of his long robe and beard was singed, but he was there, all 
in one piece. His face crunched in disgust. 


"You insolence! How much do you think all of this will cost you? To 
make me use this power and call back these disgusting wings 
again." 


He brought his hand up; his immense magic gathered around his 
palm. Remilia snapped her head according to his aiming, eyes- 
widened as she saw her little sister on the ground, slowly recovering 
from the burn mark she got from the previous attack. Suddenly, a 
chill crept up her spine. 


"Flandre, run!" 


She shouted on the top of her lung. But it was too late. Two silver 
shards flew, piercing the blond vampire on her palms. She screamed 
in agony as the metal burned her flesh through her wounds. Kurios 
Scarlet cackled, enjoying the torture before his eyes. He walked 
slowly toward his source of hate, kicking the pitiful vampire on the 
face. 


"You took everything from me, yes? My once ever so obedient son. 
My town that | nursed oh so carefully from way back. And what have 
you done to make my little Remilia wavered so much? You hideous 
creature; nothing left for you but death. Why are you even born, 
anyway? Nobody ever wanted you." 


He kept on kicking and stepping on her as his rambling continued, 
ignoring the little girl silent plea, while the older of the Scarlet sister 
trying to push her body to move, only to fail miserably. After a while 
he stopped the torture and gazed on the little girl's bruised face, a 
sickening smile on his face. 


"Just killing you wouldn't be enough. Oh, what to do, what to do. | 
know. | will strip you out of your vampiric power, but not of all your 
weaknesses. And then | will torture you to death. Doesn't it sound 
amazing?" 


Kurios Scarlet stepped away a bit, quietly whispering the spell under 
his breath. A huge magic circle appeared before him, engulfing the 
blond vampire in its scarlet shade. His sickening grin stretched even 
further. 


Remilia pounded her fist to the ground, clenching her fangs. She 
closed her eyes tightly in shame. 


" Power... | need power!" 


She opened her eyes again to meet her blood stained palm. 
Suddenly, something clicked in her mind and she shakily rose to her 
feet. The male Scarlet had almost finished his ritual. Absorbed by his 
own crazed satisfaction, he didn't realize the girl behind him. She 
charged with all her might, stabbing her grandfather on his back with 
her claws. 


"Remilia? What are you doing?" 

She knew that he didn't need dodge, because she knew that his 
wound would regenerate fast enough. She knew that he would think 
that way. His eyes widened as blood rushed out of his mouth. He 
cracked his neck to his side, staring at the younger vampire in 
absolute bemuse. 

"Remilia... you..." 

"Blood... Don't you think manipulating them is quite a feat?" 


She took a breath, trying to find her power to speak clearly. A small 
smile crept up her exhausted face. 


"See you in hell, grandpa." 


With that, the once Lord of the Scarlet burst into a pool of blood. 
Remilia fell to the ground; her body had been drained from its last 
spasm of power, but her consciousness refused to give up just yet. 
She dragged herself limply over to her unconscious sister, grasping 
the shard that pinned the vampire down. She flinched as the silver 
burned her skin, but didn't stop until she got them all off. 


The morning sun rose, signaling the end of the nightmare rhapsody 
filled with insanity. Remilia dragged both of them over the rubble, 
shielding themselves from the burning ray. The two Scarlets huddled 
close, tucked under the shade of the ruins of the one they once 
called home. Waiting for the unknown future to unfold before them. 


We have lost everything we believe in. No roof to shield ourselves 
and no souls to listen to our tale. Still, we have each other. And as 
long as we are together, that is all we need to move on. 


Hello and nice to see you all again in this new year. 


So... | threw a lot of blood in this chapter, huh? It was needed in 
this story, yeah. This chapter also signaled the end of the first 
arc. Next, there will be a brand new setting; a brand new face to 
meet, a brand new place, and a brand new situation. So sit still 
and wait patiently. 


Enjoy the story and see you in the next chapter~ 


IntermeZZo-- 


FIRST ARC: BIRTH 

END 

Flip. 

" Eh?" 

Flip, flip. 

" Eh? No way!" 

Rustle, rustle 

" There rest of the pages is blank? Hmm..." 
Stare... 


" A-R-C. Arc. Arc? It's the same as part, right? There must be 
another arc." 


Close. 

Open. 

"Oh?" 

SECOND ARC: SLUMBER 
" The words appears! Yay!" 
Rustle 

" Mukyu?" 


"Is something wrong, Patchouli-sama?" 


"... Maybe just my imagination. | think | heard someone there." 
" Maybe Marisa-san came?" 


" No. If it was her, she would break through the main gate in a blast. 
Never mind. Get me my tea, Koakuma." 


Sigh 

" That was close..." 

Sneak, sneak 

Flip 

" Okay. Let' continue." 
SECOND ARC: SLUMBER 


BEGIN 


The New Life 


"Look at her beautiful features; pale white skin, lavender hair, not to 
mention her striking scarlet eyes. Well, | can say she is the best 
asset | have. What do you Say, sire?" 


The man inspected the little girl on display, tapping his chin as he 
observed her every last details, eyes still searching for a right 
decision. The trader seemed to notice this as he opened his mouth 
once again to butter up his customer. 


"But beauty isn't the only thing she has, yes. Her strength rivals that 
of a full grown man. And, just a little secret between us-" 


His voice grew smaller until it was nothing more than a whisper. 


"It is believed that she is a descendant from the noble family of 
Scarlet, the fearsome vampires." 


298 years ago, a city in France- 


My name was Remilia Scarlet, the heiress of the noble vampire of 
Scarlet. Or should | say | was, until that night; the night when | killed 
all the other vampires. 


| wasn't simply running myself in a fit of rage; | had every single 
reason to tear them with my bare claws and fangs for all those years 
they spent tormenting my poor little sister. That night, though, also 
signaled for my own fall, and what's more, | brought my sister with 
me to that deepest pit | fell into. That, to speak the truth, was the 
only thing | regretted from the moment | realized this nightmare was 
nowhere near its end. 


As | indulged myself in my own memoirs, as sharp pain erupted from 
my back; the pain | had known too well in the past two years | spent 
in this foreign land. 


"Hey you, stop idling around!" 


The slave driver raised his whip one more time and | scurried back to 
my patch of field, sending secret glare at him. Yes, | was a slave 
now. From a proud noble vampire to a life own by a filthy human; 
that was how low | had fallen. | worked in the plantation from dawn 
until dusk, ignoring how the sun still secretly burned my pale skin 
despite my vampiric powers that gradually fading with time. In fact, | 
had almost forgot how life as a vampire was, prior to that fateful 
night, when the only thing | had to worry about was a scolding from 
my tutor for daydreaming about running down the street. Those days 
felt more like a delusion | made myself rather than a true long gone 
memories. 


Life wasn't always about the sun kissing my back and a whip lashed 
over my hardly recovering wounds, though. In fact, it wasn't this bad 
at first, when | worked at the laundry due to the color of my skin, and 
being one of the master's ‘favorable collections’. One day though, 
something utterly unexpected happened; Flan, with no apparent 
reason, clutched on a white overseer throat that was smiling smugly 
at her, choking him to death. We were sent to the plantation since, 
unable to see one another for day to end. 


But what troubled me the most wasn't this cruel daily routine | had 
learned to endure, but how Flandre's face twisted into a sickening 
smile as she put an end to that man's life; how it sent a chill down 
my fragile figure and shaken my very being. 


I woke up in alarm, to the sound of footsteps that slowly grew closer. 
Looking on the figure in my arms, | saw my little sister sleeping 
soundly with her wounds slowly recovering, her burn marks could 
still be seen. Wincing from the pain that suddenly shot all across my 
body, I tried to shake her awake. 


"Flan. Flandre, wake up. We have to move. Someone is coming." 


She opened her eyes groggily, blinking a few times. | took that time 
to fully observe her conditions, noting that her wings were nowhere 
to be seen, which seemed to be the same case as mine. She 
seemed disoriented as she gaze blankly at me, and I blinked back at 
her. 


"What is wrong, Flan?" 
"... Who are you?" 


That three simple words felt like a spear lunged over my heart. I 
swallowed, trying to find my voice amidst my shock. 


"It is me, Remilia. Remilia Scarlet. Your older sister." 
".. Remi?" 


My breath caught in my throat as | heard her saying my name 
instead of calling me with the usual honorific, but nodded 
nonetheless. She paused for a while before opening her mouth 
again. 


"So, Who am |?" 


The sun had long set in the horizon as | retreated back to the cold 
damp cell under the mansion where my master lived. It was ironic, | 
thought, how | used to live up there when our human slaves, namely 
our foods, used to live down here. Most slaves lived in separated 
shacks away from the mansion, but | and the rest of his favorites, 
lived under his home. It was easy to distinguish us from common 
Slaves; we all secretly had our own ‘uniqueness’, and bore the same 
black leathery collar around our neck with a metal plating that shown 
our names. 


REM. Those were the three alphabet carved on my collar, which | 
found like it was ripped out of my real name with no real meaning 
whatsoever. Flan herself had the word 'FLN' carved on hers; a 


strange name that | swore they called her 'Flynn' instead since they 
didn't have any idea how to pronounce the latter. The life of us 
favorites were nothing better than common slaves, if not any worse, 
for us usually received hateful stares from others, while we worked in 
the most dangerous and dirty parts. Some that were lucky enough 
served as the house slaves, tending to the master's family; Flan and 
| were once included in that circle, but not anymore. 


| slumped to the cold ground as the slave driver shoved me roughly 
to my room, locking the metal door behind me. | raised my head, 
searching for my sister that had supposedly returned as well; my 
gaze fell on a beaten up figure curled on the far corner of the room. 


"Flandre!" 
| quickly rushed to her side, holding her close to me. 
"Flan, what happened?" 


My ears caught a small giggle from her, before it turned into a full 
insane laughter. My eyes widened in horror. 


"Hey, hey, Remi. Didn't you see how it wriggle? You know, like a 
pathetic worm? It's funny, isn't it? Ha ha, you should've seen that 
eyes! That lowly piece of-" 


Slap! 
| hit her. Without any thinking, without any warning; | just hit her, and 
now | stared at my own right hand in horror. She held her red cheek, 


staring at me with her own perplexed face. | stammered, slowly 
backing away. 


"Flan, I... I'm sorry, I... | didn't..." 


Suddenly, she embraced me and buried her face on the wretched 
fabric of my clothes, sobbing, muttering 'sorry' over and over. | 


couldn't help myself and brought her closer, stroking her hair gently 
to calm her. 


"| don't know what came over me, Remi... Everything just went 
black, and..." 


"Shush, it's alright. | know you didn't mean it, Flan. It's alright." 

She nodded slowly. Our tranquil moment was stopped short as a 
loud clank was heard coming from the steel door of our room. Then 
emerged the figure | Knew so well from it; | brought Flandre behind 
me. 

"Shut yer bickering!" 


| closed my eyes as he raised his whip, ready to endure all the 
blows. 


one, two 

"You stinking little- 

three, four, five 

"-don't cha know | need my sleep- 

six, seven 

"-ungrateful bunch of-" 

By the time he left the room | had lost count. The only sound that 


lulled me to the dreamless abyss of darkness was the voice of 
Flandre slowly calling my name. 


| was in the same field, working myself to the bone, my back still 
throbbing from the last torture | had the other night. | bit my lip as | 
bent my back, enduring the pain that erupted every time | brought up 


my hoe to dig on the hard ground. | held into my consciousness that 
seemed to be ready to slip any time. 


"Oi, Rem!" 


Was someone calling my name? | tried to focus my eyes to the 
direction of the voice. 


"Come here right now, little runt!" 


Growling low under my breath, | left my post and approached that 
slave driver | learned to hate the most. Only by the time | was a few 
feet away from him that | realized another figure beside him; a young 
girl, about the age of 8 or so, with cold blue eyes and silver hair. Her 
icy orbs fell upon me and | gave back my piercing red ones to her. 


"She's all yours, now." 


She broke our eye contact and turned around, tossing a gold coin to 
the slave driver whose eyes glittered in ravish greed. | blinked at her 
behavior, but my confusion was cut short as that-man-l-hate-the- 
most shoved me with his whip. 


"Move yer butt already!" 


| gave him one final glare before following the little girl, away from 
the plantation, toward the huge mansion that stood proudly in the 
middle of the bustling town. 


Well, hello everyone. Long time no see! *salute* 


So here is the new arc for you 
(betyoudidn'tknowit'llturnthisway). Anyway, I think you may 
notice an appearance from another future SDM residents. 
*cough* pad-chie *knifed* 


Anyway, enjoy the story everyone. And if you're kind enough, 
leave a review to let me know what you think. 


See you in the next chapter~! 


Separation and Meeting 


It was a strange day. One night | was beaten to near death, then on 
the morning a girl came and took me away from my bone wrecking 
routine on the field. One would believed they had been saved by an 
angel. But | Knew better. Because if anyone had ever got a chance to 
bust me away from this wretched place, for everything | had ever 
done, | knew, they could only be a devil. That, or an incredibly foolish 
human. 


Nevertheless, | took the time from our little venture to get a better 
look at her; white skin, combed hair, clean appearance, proper 
clothes, and what was that? Ah, the same black collar as mine. So 
she was one of those lucky house slaves. | quickened my pace to 
walk beside her and took a peek at the leathery fabric on her neck. 


"ETR." 
She got into a quick halt and stare at me, with what, a glare? 
" So you still have some emotion in you?" 


A smirk unconsciously formed on my lip and | took a few steps back, 
a mischievous look on my eyes. For what seemed like forever | 
finally felt that little vampiric impulse | had left, the Remilia Scarlet 
I've been once, flickered inside me. | licked my lip, hardly holding 
back my snicker. 


"A house servant, aren't you? Or maybe, you are one of that man's 
toys -" 


A sudden force washed away my little speech, sending me stumbling 
to the ground as | felt the air knocked out of me. 


" How did she-?" 


| coughed, gasping for air, while my eyes still fixed on the small 
figure of a girl in front of me. Her cold gaze greeted me in return. 


"| thought you have learned to swallow your pride and behave 
yourself by now." 


"Heh, I'd rather die..." 


| could swear she froze for a second, before she regained her 
composure and turned her back on me. 


"| think she said the same thing." 


The simple statement drained my previous confidence, rendering me 
speechless as | watched her with widened eyes. 


"What was her name again? FLN, was it?" 


In a moment of impulse | shot to my feet and grabbed her collar, 
bringing her to my eye level. | growled. 


"You! What did you do to my sister-" 

"Nothing." 

| stopped mid-sentence, trying to process her word. 
"| did nothing; | couldn't do anything to her." 

"Wha, what do you mean?" 


My grip on her loosened for a while, before | regained myself and 
tightening it. | brought her closer to my face. She could've seen my 
eyes clearly now, blazing with fury. 


"Where is she? What happened to her!" 


Heavy silence lingered around us, before she closed her eyes and 
sighed. 


"Master had been fed up by her troublesome behaviors, so he sent 
her away to the New World to work on the mines." 


"... sent her away... to the New World?" 


| froze, once again caught in the middle of my own thought; the little 
girl took the chance to break free of my grip, edging away to a safe 
distance from my grasp. 


"If | remember correctly, the ship should be departing today." 


Right at that moment I ran as fast as | can, not even looking back to 
check if she, or even anyone, had ran after me. | might get punished 
again after this but | couldn't care less. The only thing in my mind 
now was to reach the dock the fastest way my legs could bring me. 


The time the smell of the sea washed all over me brought my 
strength back, and | sped up even more. | halted only slightly each 
time to check on any sign of my sister on any ship | found. Though it 
sounded stupid and unreasonable, my hopeless attempt seemed to 
come into fruition. 


There she was, on a big old wrenched ship, with all the other slaves, 
heading for the New World. | gathered my voice and shouted. 


"Flan!" 


She didn't seem to notice me yet, so | shouted louder, running all the 
while. 


"Flandre!" 

| reached the end of the deck, almost running over it and plunk 
myself into the sea, and fell to my knees, catching my breath. Taking 
a deep breath, | shouted on the top of my lung. 


"Flandre Scarlet!" 


| saw her flinched, and she finally turned, searching for my voice. | 
raised to my feet, taking another long breath. 


"Flandre! Flan, wait for me, Flandre! | promise | will get you back! So 
don't you dare dying on me!" 


She stared at me and blinked, before giving that innocent smile that 
always made my heart melt; | felt my own smile formed at that mere 
sight. | watched silently as the ship sailed away, before disappearing 
on the horizon, leaving nothing but the sound of the waves and my 
last memories of her. 


"Have you finished your parting?" 


My smile faltered in a second as | recognized the now all to familiar 
voice. | turned to face the silver-haired girl; her face as emotionless 
as ever. 


"Let's go. Master doesn't like waiting too much." 


A portly man, my 'master'’, sat on his chair in the middle of the well- 
decorated room, polishing one of his many furniture. As he took note 
of us, by my little companion's addressing our presence, his face 
swelled into what | assumed as a smile. | secretly took a quick 
breath in disgust at how his vulgar eyes studied my figure closely 
before his smile started to turn into a wicked one. 


"My, my. It's been a long time, my little REM." 

| nodded, trying hard to cast away my pride. | felt like tearing this 
man right this instant, but it was impossible for now. So I put up a 
smile, the best fake smile | have. 


"Now, | think you are ready to return as my 'house-keeper'’, hm?" 


| nodded yet again, trying to look as grateful as | could. 


"Very well. Teach her all she need, Eterna. Oh, and clean her up first. 
| don't want my house to be reek of mud." 


“Yes, master." 

Eterna, the little girl from before, bowed, and | followed her gesture. 
"We also need a new name for you; a more...'civilized' name." 

" You were the one who gave me this name." 


| thought to myself, holding myself from rolling my eyes. After a while 
he snapped his fingers. 


"Roanne. From now on your name is Roanne, understand?" 


| nodded in the stupidest way as possible; well, if he knew his ‘lowly 
little slave’ could speak French and some other languages he 
couldn't even name, | bet he would be far from delighted. 


"Wonderful. Now run along and get ready for your new work." 


| bowed once again and retreated out of the room, Eterna following 
suit after me. The door creaked, slowly coming into a shut, showing 
its owner's smile one last moment; a smile that | learned to hate from 
then and on. 


"This is your room." 


| stepped inside my new place to sleep and sat on the worn out bed. 
Well, at least there was still a bed; | spent the last two years sleeping 
on the cold ground of the cell so this was more than enough. It had 
been a long time since | had a decent piece of clothing, too. And a 
decent bedroom. A decent bath. A decent-ah well, a decent 
everything. But little Eterna decided to disturb my current 
reminiscence; she stared at me, crossing her arms, tapping her foot 
impatiently on the floor. | turned my head at her. 


"Let start your lesson then, Roanne-" 
"Remilia." 


She looked at me with widened eyes, and | kept myself from 
snickering; | always enjoyed how her blank expression finally 
showed some colors. 


"My name is Remilia; Remilia Scarlet." 
"... nobody cares." 


She whispered mostly to herself, but | decided to press the matter 
further. 


"Well, | care. He can give me as many names as he want, but | won't 
forget who | really am." 


The little girl took a step back, clearly startled by my statement by 
now. Time to go even further. 


"And guess what? | will someday leave this wretched place and 
attain my-" 


One second | was running my mouth smoothly, then she clamped 
her hand over my mouth, silencing me. Glancing here and there, the 
girl suddenly broke into a run, dragging me over an arm. | didn't even 
have time to protest; without | realized we had finally reached the 
town, merging with the busy street. Had it always been this fast, 
reaching the town? 


She let go of my arm as we reached an empty alleyway, turning to 
face me once again. The disturbed look on her face brought my 


confidence back. She stared at me for a while before shaking her 
head. My smile stretched. 


"Is something the matter?" 


"No. It's impossible." 


"What is?" 
She paused, mumbling to herself. | decided to finish for her. 
"To escape this slavery you have born with?" 


The little girl tensed, but refused to face me yet. | tried a different 
approach. 


"Say, won't we work together from now on? | have tell you my name, 
so it is only proper for you tell me your name in return. Your real 
name that is..." 


"a. Eterna." 


How stubborn of her. | tried to play my words more, but she stopped 
me before | even started. 


"I'm Eterna the house slave, Zeit the thief, Tanja the bounty hunter, 
Blanca the errand girl, and some other names that | couldn't even 
remember anymore..." 


She ended it with a whisper, and as she finished, | laughed. | 
laughed, | really laughed, at how pathetic this little girl was despite 
her previous stern attitude. There's something interesting about her, 
so much that | wanted to stick my nose into. Well, this could become 
a little entertainment after a long while. And while I'm at it, maybe | 
could regain my forgotten instinct? The very idea overwhelmed me. 


"Hey little girl..." 
| whispered sweetly to her ear. 


" Have you ever heard about vampires?" 


Welcome back, everyone. Here I present to you chapter 9, fresh 
from the word processor! 


Yeah, so Flan got sent far far away. But! Remi seems to have 
something up her sleeves. Something involving our gonna be 
pa-*knifed* 


Anyway, enjoy the story everyone. Thanks a lot for all the 
reviews you gave, it really boost me up. *thumbs up* 


See you in the next chapter~ 


Devil's Contract 


| walked down the busy street, slowly, eyes wandering around as | 
searched for my target. There they are! | gulped and approached 
them quietly, hugging my long coat closer. Suddenly a band of 
thieves got out of their hiding, circling a pitiful yet wealthy man. | bit 
my lip, hesitating. 


" You've done this more than once; there's no reason to be scared!" 
| tried to reassure myself, closing my eyes. 


cae 


Stop! 


| shouted loudly to myself, opening my eyes on the same time. And 
they did as | said; everything did. 


The world froze before me. 


" Have you ever heard about vampires?" 


I yelped, feeling the cold air she blew on my ear; I jumped a safe 
distance away from her right away, feeling a slight shiver down my 
spine. | stared at her carefully, suddenly feeling all alert; she simply 
returned to her full height, that smile didn't leave her face even once. 
| thought she was nothing more than a stupid fallen noble or 
something, but now I knew, surely, there was something different 
from her. Something inhumanly different. 


" Have you?" 


| narrowed my eyes. Why did she suddenly bring up that topic? I 
relaxed a bit, but still keeping my guard high. Taking a breath to calm 


myself, | tried to put back my poker face. 
" That folklore about demons that suck human blood?" 


She laughed, again. What's her problem? Maybe she was another 
cuckoo like her sister? The more reason | have to keep away from 
her. Despite my inner turmoil, | kept my emotionless face. As she 
finished her fit of laughter, she looked at me again. 


"| see, | see. We are nothing more but folklore now..." 


She tried to stifle another laugh. | crossed my arms, starting to feel 
annoyed by her. Was she simply toying with me? Maybe I was wrong 
to think she really meant it about escaping this place. Yeah, | should 
quickly return to the mansion and punish her later. She seemed to 
notice the annoyed look | wore despite how hard | tried to mask it. 


" Ah well, you see, I am a vampire." 


That's it. She really was a cuckoo. 


"Well, if it isn't Zeit. Haven't seen you for a long while, lad." 


| gave a quick hum of approval, tossing my stolen goods to the 
counter. In truth | didn't like the idea of stealing too much, though | 
only 'steal' from thieves' stolen goods, but there were no easier way 
to earn cash given my current status and position. And | needed to 
start making some, saving it for the grand plan my somehow-turned- 
out-to-be-vampire fellow made. 


| realized that the pawnshop owner had been staring at me fora 
while now, instead at my goods. | narrowed my eyes. 


"What?" 
"Nuffin. Ya don't rob things for yer owner anymore, do ya?" 


"How do you-” 


| quickly clamped my mouth shut before causing any ruckus. After 
calming down, | whispered quietly. 


"What are you talking about?" 

"can see it in yer eyes, lad. That fire's burnin now." 

Nonsense. | huffed and turned, resting my back on the counter. 
"Just give me my share, Mr. Blake." 

"Aye, aye." 

| sighed, mentally slapping myself for bringing this cuckoo and 
starting to get my hope high for nothing. Putting another stern face, | 
started to walk away, but as I passed beside her, she grabbed on my 
wrist, stopping me. | glanced at her, keeping my poker face in check. 
" I take it that you don't believe in me?" 

"... | don't have time for fairytale." 

She whined, putting her other hand on her hip as she think, letting 
her vision wandered to the already darkening sky. She returned her 
gaze to me and I stared back blankly. 

" This timing is good enough." 

"... What timing?" 

She edged closer. 

" Give me your blood." 

Her statement successfully startled me now. | froze, staring into her 


unusually red pupils, and started to feel an unknown fear crept up; 
that time, | couldn't keep my cool anymore. | thrashed badly, trying to 


release myself from her grasp. It was no use; | was clearly 
overpowered by her. 


" No need to be so scared; | am a light-eater." 
W Ack!" 


I felt a sharp pain on my arm; | instinctively pulled my hand away, the 
one she had gratefully released. Pulling myself away from her, | saw 
her staring at my blood on the knife she held; my knife. | should've 
left it before bringing her here! | thought loudly as I saw her licked my 
blood, and as she squirmed in what seemed like a pain. 


Her body writhed and twisted as she held her head, her muted 
scream filled the quiet alleyway, and I stared on in horror. Then 
something bursted out of her back; something that | couldn't believe 
to be possible. 


"a. Wings..." 


| muttered in awe as I saw the pair of bat-like wings flapped, as if 
finally tasting its long lost freedom. | heard her whispered, loud 
enough for only both of us to hear. 


" Welcome to the ‘fairytale’, little girl." 


| was rendered speechless for | didn't know how long, watching her 
figure under the gentle glow of the moon, struck in a dream-like state 
before the sight. Even though | knew that vampires were demons, 
creatures that fed from humans; namely my kind, | couldn't help but 
being captivated by her form. But my little peace of moment was 
over as soon as I saw her bent her body in pain once more. 


| rushed to her side, keeping her steady as | watched her wings 
shrunk back, leaving only a strange glowing red mark on her back; 
an unknown sign that quickly disappeared as soon as it came. 


" Tch, that damned old geezer..." 


"... are you okay?" 


She pushed me away, staggering to stand on her own feet for a 
while, before putting her hand on her hip again, giving me a toothy 
grin. 


" It's your turn then, little girl.” 
"J. my turn?" 


" Yes. Tell me more about you. And about that strange power you 
have..." 


| silently snuck back behind the mansion, bringing the little pouch of 
money | got from my last catch, eyes carefully observing my 
surrounding for any sign of life. Surprisingly, | failed to notice a 
certain figure perching on a nearby tree. 


"Welcome back." 
"Waaah-umph!" 


The vampire, Remilia, hung up-side down on a tree, startling me and 
almost made my heart jumped to my throat, but successfully sending 
me tumbling on my butt. Good thing | could stop myself before 
alerting anyone; if we were found out we could got punished for 
gathering without our master's permission. She jumped down the 
branch she was perching on and helped me up; | tried to hide my 
blush from my stupid outburst, but she didn't seem to even notice it. 
We walked further into the forest, walking after many identical trees 
to find a huge boulder blocking our path. Remilia halted and kneeled 
beside it, then she lifted the boulder effortlessly, showing our little 
safe; | was still amazed at how strong she was, and wondered what 
else could she do if only her power wasn't sealed. 


| dug the ground a bit, revealing a box we used to save our deposit. 
Lawfully, all of slaves properties belonged to their master, so we had 


to hide this carefully. Don't look at me; | wasn't the one who 
suggested this put-them-on-a-box-under-a-boulder-where-nobody- 
but-me-can-lift-it method. | put the money | currently had inside and 
observed the rest of the contents. It wasn't much for now, but it 
would be. At least, maybe, we could execute this silly plan of hers 
before | got too old to walk and see the world with my own feet. 


" We will earn money and buy our freedoms." 


That's it? | stared dumbfoundedly at her triumphant delaration. 
Maybe I wasn't wrong about her being a cuckoo. 


" What with that face?" 


"... | thought you will suggest something more...'bloody’, with your 
vampire stuff and all." 


She thought to herself for a while. 


" | don't think so. | can assure you that this spell put on me is not an 
easy one to break. We can think about breaking it after we get back 
our freedom." 


| knew nothing of this hocus-pocus, so I guess I should believe in 
her. Finally | nodded, and she laughed again, a little less mockingly 
this time. 


" So here is the plan: 


‘First we will gather some money to buy your precious pocket-watch 
he hold; | will need your blood again to shape-shift for a while and do 
the exchange with him. By then, I will tell him that | have heard about 
his slaves and is interested to buy three of them; they are you, my 
sister, and me. Nobody wanted to buy Flan before, so I suspect he 
will be delighted when he hears someone want to pay for her. The 
problem is, | believe he will put some high prices for us. 


‘So we have to save a great amount of money, starting for now. 
Using your skill, you can easily do some little thievery, right? And you 
said you are already familiar with it. | will cover your works on the 
house; my physical strength can handle more than you humans." 


'so, what do you say?" 


I tilted my head, trying to process the whole thing she said, but finally 
decided to give up and simply nodded. One thing I knew for sure 
was | have to gather money; lot and lots of them. 


| stared blankly at the ceiling, trying to lull myself to sleep after failing 
at doing a counting sheeps. | tossed to my side, only to be met by 
my room-mate's sleeping face. | blinked, staring at how innocent she 
looked when she slept. But it seemed that | was tricked. 


"Can't sleep?" 


She opened her eyes, staring back at me with her red eyes; | quickly 
switched my gaze away in embarassment. 


"Same as you." 
| puffed my cheek childishly as | heard her chuckled. 
"Vampires are normally nocturnal, little girl." 


“"Humph, stop calling me ‘little girl’; we don't have that much of an 
age gap. And | have a name." 


"Oh? How old are you?" 
"Eight." 


"Well, I am over 200 years. So, about your name... How should | call 
you?" 


She completely put away the age gap matters, the one that give me 
another dumbstruck moment; | should start to learn how to adapt to 
her pace of doing things. | sighed. 

"Just call me Eterna." 

"| don't want to." 

"a. why?" 


"You call me with my real name, so it is only fair if | do the same." 


| thought for a while. A real name? What is my real name? Do | even 
have one? | didn't remember at all. Then something popped up from 
my memories. 


"Sakuya." 

"Sakuya?" 

"Sakuya. Yeah, Sakuya. Call me Sakuya." 
"What a strange name. Is that even a name?" 
"Well..." 


| fumbled with my hair a little, thinking whether | should tell her about 
it or not. 


"| was told by Mr. Blake at the pawnshop, about a little writing | found 
on his shop. It was written on a language | didn't know. It was read 
as 'Sakuya'. It means ‘flowering night'." 


"Flowering night, huh. What a fitting name for the one working with 
the queen of the night." 


| giggled softly to myself and my new name, feeling warm all of a 
sudden. 


"So, Sakuya. When I have my power back and rebuild my mansion, 
would you become my familiar?" 


"What's a familiar?" 

"Let just say... my most trusted and obedient servant." 
"| refuse." 

"Eh?" 


She rose to a sitting position, pouting, clearly disappointed by my 
decision. | smiled. 


"| don't want to be a slave anymore. But, if you hire me as your maid, 
| will accept it." 


"Hm..." 


The vampire mused to herself for a while before retreating back to 
her bed, pulling her blanket over her again. 


"Fine, I'll take you as my maid. No, my chief-maid." 
"Deal." 
| pulled my own blanket closer. 


"Fufufu... You just make a deal with the devil; don't even think about 
running away or breaking it." 


"Hm, hm..." 

| started to feel sleepiness invited me and | yawned, giving her one 
last glance before closing my eyes, before being drawn into my first 
happy dream ever. 


"Good night, milady Remilia ." 


Hello and nice to see you again, everyone. That's some quick 
update. *staring at the release time* Ah well, | was having too 
much time with my old laptop that could only be used to type. 


... What a ‘brilliant’ idea, Remi. Let's see how long your little 
plan would last... *thinking out some twisted plots* 


And! This chapter was dedicated to our perfect and elegant 
maid gonna be. *ducking for no apparent reason* No knife this 
chapter? *jumps* Whoa yeah! 


Anyway, just ignore my rambling and enjoy the story everyone. 


See you in the next chapter~ 


Little light under the earth 


"I am shocked to find that M. Poncet has started to invest in such an 
ugly servant like you. Don't you know? That burn marks severed my 
appetite!" 


The blonde little girl tilted her head, watching the man spat before 
smiling smugly at her. She watched, she simply watched, until he 
approached the other girl in the room. 


" At least he still keep another one to make up with..." 


He grabbed her chin roughly, tilting her face, observing her every 
details; her pale white skin, her smooth lavender hair, and her 
striking red eyes. And the blonde little girl froze. Her eyes darkened, 
she approached the man slowly. 


"Hm, such beauty-Where did he find you, | wonder?" 


She seized him, only succeeded on grabbing his coat since she was 
so small compared to the tall portly man, though in one mighty 
swing, she sent the man to the other side of the kitchen. Then she 
approached him again; she was far from finished with him. 


" Why you little-gack!" 


The little girl squeezed on the man's neck, effortlessly, like how she 
dried the laundry a few hours before. She stared deeply at him, with 
her own striking red eyes, watching as he struggled for air, until his 
body went still. 


Then she laughed. She laughed louder, and louder, and louder, until 
she drowned in her own laughter of unknown satisfaction. 


The door swung open, revealing another man, with a perplexed face 
that soon turned into rage. The little girl was shoved roughly to the 


kitchen table, one arm pinned to the wooden surface; the arm she 
used to end a life just recently. 


" Insolent brat!" 
She saw a butcher knife. 
Slice. 


And then there was red all over. 


296 years ago, the New World- 


It was dark. It was always dark down here in the mines. But 
somehow it didn't feel so unfamiliar. As if it had always been like this, 
way before | came here. Maybe it was. Since, actually, | couldn't 
remember anything about my past; about my childhood or my 
mother or my father, about my kind big sister who | loved the most. 
| shook my head and then heaved my hammer with only one hand, 
continuing my work. It was hard but | couldn't complain, since | lost 
my other one on an ‘accident' | couldn't clearly remember. No. | did 
remember what happened, just a little bit. 

| was punished. 

Because | killed someone. 

W Why?" 

Because | was angry. 

| was so angry, so | killed them. 

" Do you really think so?" 


What are you talking about? 


" That wasn't the reason." 
W Why?" 
" Because it's fun~" 


| clutched my throbbing head and fell to my knees, letting my 
hammer hit the hard ground in a loud clank. 


Throb, throb, throb. 

| doubled over, feeling the headache growing worse. | could hear 
everyone started to circle around me, watching me with their own 
each unique expression to wear. And then | felt my smile stretched. 
" Squeeze and break them~" 


"Hey lad, are you okay?" 


Then, everything went black. 


Drip 

The sound of something dripping. 

Drip, drip, drip 

It sounded close. | opened my eyes, watching the same dark 
scenery | saw every day. Soon enough the familiar sound of stone 


clicking and clanking entered my ear, but the dripping noise didn't 
stop. 


Drip, drip, drip 


What is it? | tried to sit, but quickly regretted it as my headache 
returned. Still, | was stubborn enough to put it away. | turned my 


head slowly to the source of the voice, trying not to make my 
headache worse. 


It was a water source. 
And an old man was sitting near it, facing it. 


Then he turned around, revealing his wrinkled face to me. | blinked 
as | saw him smiled at me. Was there something amusing on my 
half-burned face? He moved closer and handed me a metal 
container, with water in it. | switched to stare at it. 

"Are you getting better? Do you understand what I'm saying?" 

| nodded, mumbling a quiet thanks. The headache had gone for now, 
and | gulped down the water, washing my dry throat. When did the 
last time | drink? | almost forgot. 


The old man chuckled and sat beside me, petting my head. | gave 
him another odd look, while he kept his soft smile. 


"My name's Jacob." 

| Kept silent. Oh, | should tell him my name as well. 
"Flan. Flandre Scarlet." 

"Flan, huh? What a cute name for a little girl like you." 
"Is it?" 

"Uh-huh." 

| felt strangely calm now. Then | smiled. 

"He he, my sister gave me my name." 


"You have a sister?" 


"Yes, but she didn't come with me." 

"She isn't a slave, huh?" 

| paused. A slave? Yes, a slave. | was a slave. And so was my sister. 
"She is, but she isn't here." 

"| see..." 


The atmosphere grew quiet as we sat there, silently watching the 
dim-lighted wall of the mine. After a while, Mr. Jacob spoke again. 


"I have a granddaughter, about the same age as you when I last see 
her." 


"Oh..." 


"It's been eight years since | last saw her. She must have grown until 
a beautiful lady now." 


He closed his eyes, still smiling. 


"The only thing | can do is pray for her safety. And try to survive, long 
enough so we can meet each other again." 


"... Can you really meet each other again?" 


| squeezed on the metallic scrap on my hand, switching my gaze 
down to the rocky ground. 


"... Remi said... that she will come and get me someday..." 
Silence. | grasped it harder. 
"| mean, it's not like | don't trust her! It's just-" 


"Flan, calm down." 


| paused, staring at Mr. Jacob with wide eyes as he put his hands on 
my shoulders, calming me down. Feeling the cold metal on my hand, 
| switched my gaze to it, only to find it horribly crumpled on my palm 
like a mere sheet of paper; | stared on my own handiwork in horror 
and tossed it away, edging away from the old man. 


"a. Im a monster..." 
"What are you talking about, lad?" 
| smiled, though | didn't know why. 


"| killed someone. | was punished. And because of me, Remi was 
punished too. | wanted to help her, but..." 


| started to giggle, clawing on my messy hair. 
" | destroyed everything." 


"What am I? They called me a cuckoo; Flynn, the insane. Ha ha, why 
is it? Everything around me always end up broken." 


"Don't you get it, gramps? If you get closer, you'll die. Why? Because 
I'll kill you. | don't why, | don't know how. But I'll surely kill-" 


"Hush." 


He patted me again, giving me that same warm smile; the one | had 
only received from Remi before. 


"Aren't you one lonely girl? It's okay, see? I'm still alive, am | not?" 


| started to shiver. And then | hugged him, crying on his old ragged 
clothes, clinging like a little child | was to her grandfather. 


"I'm scared... I'm scared of myself... I'm scared that everything 
around me will disappear... I'm scared that | won't be able to see 
Remi again..." 


| cried. | cried loudly, for | don't Know how long. On and on, until | felt 
my tears dried up. 


After that little meeting, my days in the mine continued. But the same 
dark ceiling didn't feel as suffocating as before. | met a lot of people; 
kind people, bad people. Old people, young people. There were so 
many of us here working in the mines, each which our own tales and 
suffering. But we lived together. Helping each other out, looking after 
one another. It was just like- 


"... Just like a family." 

" Are you an idiot?" 

| quickly pouted, my previous joy drained. There she was, that bad 
voice that kept echoing in my head. | ignored her and continued my 


work, hitting the rock with my worn-out hammer. 


" Humans are foods, and toys if they're strong enough; nothing more 
than that.” 


"Remi said it's not good to speak badly of other people." 


" You're vampires; why care for humans? Anyway, I'm bored. Why 
don't we snap some necks of those slave-drivers?" 


| shook my head and ignored her yet again. Oh yeah, meet Flynn. 
She always said bad things but don't mind her; she couldn't do 
anything but talk. And don't worry, | hated her as well. So much that | 
wanted her to get out of my head as soon as possible. 


" l'm you, and you're me. You can't deny me." 


"Then you can't deny me, too." 


Huh? Was it really that strange to speak to yourself? Well, | never 
told anyone about our little conversation; everyone but grandpa 
Jacob. Speaking of which, he was calling for me. | heaved my 
hammer to my shoulder, running toward him. He welcomed me with 
a hug. 


"Ho ho ho, how is my sweet little granddaughter today?" 
"Great! Ah, but listen! Flynn bothered me again." 

" Did not." 

"Did, too." 

| stuck my tongue, and grandpa Jacob patted me. 


"Oh well, remind me to scold her later. Now come, Danyse had 
prepared our lunch." 


"Mom had? Yay!" 


| followed beside him, skipping along the rocky path with my bare 
feet. AS we reached the exit, | blinked a few times to adjust my eyes. 
| loved the open air, but | didn't like the sun too much. It always 
burned my skin and made me feel light-headed, but | had learned 
how to ignore it. | walked eagerly to the little hut all of us shared, 
sitting beside grandpa as | waited the food being distributed. The 
tasted of the gruel always felt better after several days of eating 
almost nothing down in the dark mine. 


Smiling widely, gulped it down my throat. 


Hey, Remi, how are you? 


I am fine here. Though the work are harsh and the slave-drivers are 
such meanie, | am fine. Because I have found a lot of kind people; 


grandpa Jacob and mommy Danyse and everyone else. If only you 
are here to join our little family, I'll be happier than ever. 


| hope we can meet each other again soon. I've been a good girl, so 
don't worry anymore, okay? 


Until then. 


That simple letter of a child never reached anywhere but her 
heart, forever recorded in her memories... 


Or something like that. *laughs* 


Hello again, everyone. Yup, here's another chapter from Flan's 
perspective. It's harder to write since I need to make it as 
childish and simple as possible, with a little hint of madness 
here and there. | wonder if the feelings are fully delivered in this 
writing. | just hope you enjoy reading this as much as I enjoyed 
writing it. 


So, you know the cue. Enjoy the story everyone! 


See you in the next chapter~ 


Countdown to the Party 


"Knock, knock, knock!" 
The sound of a distant knocking was softly heard 


from the rusty old door of the long forgotten land... 


290 years ago- 
:. Day -13 
04:00 am, France 


The sky was still dark when a small figure of a girl silently crept 
under the dim-lit forest. Slowly, as not to make any noise, she 
pushed the boulder blocking her path, one that was about five time 
of her size, revealing a soft ground that seemed to have been dug 
over and over. Sweeping away the dirt, she pulled out a wooden box. 
A treasure chest; inside was a fair amount of coins and gold. A 
cheshire smile stretched on her face. 


"It's time~" 


05:30 am, the New World 


A little blonde girl was running bare-footed along the rocky road, 
dragging her hammer that seemed to be too big for her, leaving the 
dark opening of a mine toward the broken line of green lush. In front 
of her was quickly seen a hut, a broken down one, and she tossed 
her hammer away, leaving it on the door as she rushed inside. 


"Grandpa! Grandpa, are you alright?" 


"Oh, isn't it little Flan visiting me?" 


The little girl calmed down, watching her 'grandpa' weakly lying ona 
bed, and she clutched her worn-out clothing for a sort of comfort. 
She had heard him suddenly collapsed, more and more frequent 
lately, and it was strange she thought, how she saw her ‘grandpa’ 
grown weaker day after day, his hair turning whiter, and his face 
shown even more wrinkles. It was strange, she thought, how the little 
girl who was once smaller than her had grown to be bigger and taller 
than her. 


Why, she thought, did everyone change but her? 

The small thought last only for a second as a white overseer 
suddenly barged in, roughly shoving away the girl, and dragging the 
weak old man away from his bed. 


"Get back to work!" 


10:00 am, France 
"It is but an old pocket watch, but if you really say so..." 


"I'll take this if you please, and those three that | have mentioned 
before." 


"Very much obliged, monsieur. | will have them ready in a matter of 
week or so." 


"Good day." 
"And to you, too." 


The black coated man exited the manor in a bit of a haste, holding 
his hat tightly as he zigzagged the crowded street and slipped into 
an empty alley. Waiting before him was a young woman, with silver 
hair and blue eyes, appearing out of the thin air, supporting his 
writhing body. And he shrunk. Yes, shrinking he was, until he was 
nothing more but a size of a child. 


"How was it?" 


The little girl, previously a man, returned to her own feet; the smile 
on her face was filled with confidence despite her seemingly tired 
face. 


"Why of course, everything went as | planned." 


She proudly declared her success, and lifted her face to see the 
seemingly older girl. Ah yes, eight years were a long period of time 
for humans, and so the little girl she used to drag around had 
outgrown her now. But for the vampire, nothing had changed. She 
turned and walked away as she usually did, dismissing the trivial 
matter to the back of her mind. 


"Let's return before making any unnecessary commotion, Sakuya." 


"Understood, milady Remilia." 


09:55 pm, the New World 


The sound of clanking metals was nothing unusual around the mine. 
But a certain little girl was anxious; her hammer hit the stone in a 
broken pattern, creating a ripple between the harmonious sound 
echoing within the hollow tunnel. She was worried, about her 
‘grandpa’ and herself, about the possibility of the unknown future that 
was yet to come. 


"We are vampires. Mere humans like them will disappear long 
before us." 


Her hammer stroke the stone in a huge impact, shattering it to 
pieces, and the little girl paused, frozen in thought. She was scared. 
She was very very scared. If he and the other disappeared, what 
would become of her then? 


"Flan! Flan, you there?" 


The voice broke her out of her trance and she turned to face the 
voice, eyes still searching for hope. 


"The overseer is calling for you." 


11:00 pm, France 

"They'll be ready in a week or so, he said." 

"| see..." 

The lavender haired girl chuckled, watching her room mate repairing 
the old pocket watch she seemed to adore so much. Kicking her legs 
as she sat on her mattress, her mind wandered even further away, 
dreaming of a certain blonde girl she missed dearly in the past eight 
years. About a week or two; such duration was nothing more like a 
blink of eye in her time. Though doubt kept gnawing in her deepest 
consciousness, she couldn't help but being overwhelmed by joy, like 
a little girl eagerly waiting for her long-awaited present. Glancing out 
the window, she whispered softly to herself. 


"It would be a full moon by then, huh? It's going to be a fun night." 


"Who's there?" 
The voice behind the locked door didn't answer 
yet the sound of the knocking grew louder and louder 


like a wild animal clawing on its cage, waiting to be free... 


:. Day -9 


02:00 am, Atlantic Ocean 


A lone ship swayed above the deep blue sea. Guided by the wind, its 
magnificent sail pushed the giant structure, slowly, but surely, toward 
its destination. The rough current of the night sent the ship into a 
restless shake, but the silent cargo of cottons and rums wouldn't 
protest, safe for a little cargo in the deepest part of the deck. The 
little girl in shackles, hidden behind the stack of boxes, hugged her 
knees as she tried to sleep. Closing her eyes, she tried to call ona 
happy dream, of her 'grandpa’' and her ‘family’ left behind in the 
mines, of her dearly missed big sister that would be waiting for her in 
the end of the hellish trip. 


"It's been a long time, isn't it?" 

The sweet alluring voice beyond the door said in a sing-song voice 
" Now now, why don't we start the countdown? 

' For our barely remembered party filled with lunacy' 


' is ready to begin once more..." 


:. Day -1 

12:00 pm, France 

"I'll be leaving on an errand." 

The red eyed girl said casually as she filled her bag with supplies 
and documents, eyes didn't even glance to her silver-haired 
companion. 

"Tomorrow." 

"Hm?" 


"| heard the cargo will arrive tomorrow." 


The little girl halted from her previous work to finally glance at her 
companion, obtaining an uncertain look from her. She sighed, 
secretly beaming with joy, but keeping her cool still. Abruptly, she 
approached the girl and patted her, giving her a grin. 


"Wonderful! Now wait obediently for my return, understand?" 

The seemingly older girl flinched at the sudden and unusual action 
she received, staring blankly as the little girl left and closed the the 
door behind her. 


And she smiled. 


The dead clock started ticking again. 


" Are you ready? Tick, tack, tick, tack; Let's start the countdown!" 


290 years ago, a city in France 
:. Day 0 


- 24:00:00 until the party began 


Whoa, whoa, whoa... | don't know why but I feel restless myself 
writing this. | can't wait to find where my imagination will take 
this story~! *typing like crazy* 


Hello again, and again, and again everyone. Well what do we 
have here? DUN DUN DUN! The climax of the current arc is 
getting near. Finally after eight years, Flan and Remi will meet 
once again. And what will become of our gonna be chief maid? 
Fu fu fu... *snickers* 


Enjoy the story and cliffhanger everyone! Fasten you seat belt 
for the ride will start soon! 


See you in the next chapter~! 


Death Waltz - Prelude 


A little girl who was cursed from her birth 
A little girl who put a curse on herself 
When their fate intersect with each other, 


what kind waltz would they dance tonight? 


A lone merchant cart silently crept down a road, carrying goods 
ready to be sold along the trade route. And sitting on the back of the 
cart was a little girl, yawning, eyes half-lidded as she tried to keep 
herself awake in the middle of the calm breezy day. 


The little girl stretched and turned, rubbing her tired eyes from her 
long trip. She was given an errand by her master; one that normally 
took days, one that she decided to finish in a mere 24 hours. 
Concerning her decision, which took her running non-stop and 
hitching rides for uncountable time due to the silly deadline she 
made herself, it was normal to fall asleep by now, but her overjoyed 
mind rejected the idea in an instant. 


"Wake up..." 


She pinched her own cheek, encouraging herself; it was proven to 
be futile, as another yawn and the cargo of soft cottons behind her 
sang a perfect lullaby, lulling her to sleep. 


It had been a long time since the little girl saw a city, and when she 
arrived at the busy dock, she couldn't help but stare in awe with her 
eyes wide and mouth slightly agape. So many person in one place 
with so many colors and languages; though it wasn't much different 
back at the mine, the lively and merry atmosphere made her gulped 


nervously and lowered her face. Well, even if she didn't do it she 
would be forced to anyway, since a lowly slave with such hideous 
half-burnt face would ruin their sight. Or so she was told. 


Flandre stepped out of the cargo ship she was on, dragged by a 
chain tied to her collar, she murmured nothing in particular to herself 
as she walked. 


" Are you scared of the crowd?" 


She blinked as she registered her other self, Flynn as how she called 
her, spoke in a mocking manner, and she pouted, whispering back to 
herself. 


"No, | am just... nervous." 
" Scared?" 


"Nervous! Because, um... I'll finally meet Remi again after a long 
time-Wah!" 


Her brief inner conflict distracted her and she tripped over, stumbling 
down onto the ground with her face first, her one arm was unable to 
stop her fall; she rolled to her side and whimpered in pain. The man 
who was dragging her growled as he saw it, and pulled her chain yet 
again despite her current situation. 


"Stop yer daydreaming! Master need you to be cleaned fast!" 


She struggled hard to balance herself and returned to her feet as he 
dragged her without even looking back at all, tripping herself some 
more on the way while trying to keep her whine to herself. 


Deep inside she was eager though, and happy, though nervous still, 
as she could finally saw her sister once again. She kept her promise, 
and her sister did the same. And she had been a good girl. She 
hadn't hurt or kill anyone, and she had kept 'Flynn' in check. Remi 
would be so proud of her! 


" What's that about keeping me in check? I'm not your enemy." 
"... you always told me to do something bad." 


" 1 didn't. | simply repeat what I heard from ‘beyond the door' so you 
won't be shocked when it finally escape. With such immense raw 
power sealed, it's not impossible for it to break free at any time and 
drawn you into madness." 


"Liar." 
"I'm not." 


"Yes, you are. I'm already a cuckoo; they always called me that way. 
See? You're the proof." 


"... you don't understand. l'm talking about a far more dangerous 
state of mind. It surpasses your thirst of blood and instinct as a 
vampire-" 


Flandre huffed and ignored the ‘little voice’ completely; it's not like 
she really understand all the things she said in the first place. As she 
half-listened to Flynn, she finally spotted her destination; a huge 
mansion on the edge of the town, the one she once working at with 
Remi, before she was punished and sent away. She could still 
remember the cold dark cell, and the warmth of her sister as they 
hugged each other close before falling asleep. It was a happy 
memory, wasn't it? She wasn't sure. But she did feel happy. So 
maybe it was. 


The little girl stopped on her track as she saw someone blocking the 
way; a girl who seemed to be in her teen, with gentle blue eyes and 
a soothing smile. She saw her previous 'escort' handed the chain to 
the girl and left, leaving her in the unfamiliar figure's care. 


Flandre took a glance at the girl. The air around her felt... different; 
she thought to herself as she followed her new ‘escort’ obediently, 
staring at her all the while. 


"Tell me..." 


A whisper. Flandre blinked and shook her head, trying to register the 
voice. It wasn't Flynn. So who was it? She glanced to her side and 
found no one. 


"... are you Flandre Scarlet?" 


It came from in front of her; she switched her gaze to the said 
direction, only to meet a pair of mesmerizing blue orbs. She took a 
step back in alert. 


"Don't worry, | won't hurt you." 


The silver-haired girl approached her slowly, like one would to a 
scared animal, and crouched to her height, fumbling with the lock 
binding the chain to her collar, taking a moment to observe the little 
girl's face as she did. 


"| guess the two of you really are sisters; you look just like her." 
"... you know my sister?" 


The lock clicked, leaving the chain free to hit the floor in a clank. 
Flandre stood still as she saw the girl rose gracefully to her full 
height, her smile never left her face. 


"There's a lot of things | need to tell you; about your sister, and about 
everything that will happen after this. Would you come with me?" 


Flandre quickly nodded, a determined look on her face; the other girl 
chuckled as she saw her childish side. It was hard to believe that this 
innocent looking girl was the same one she met eight years ago; the 
one that was sent away for a murder. The girl sighed. 


"Very well. But first, let's clean you up. This way, miss Flandre." 


Remilia stirred and turned on her sleep, hugging herself tighter into a 
ball. Something wet dripped on her face and she whined, pushing 
whatever it was disturbing her peaceful moment. But it didn't back 
down that easily, so the vampire eventually gave up and opened her 
eyes, trying to register the figure in front of her face. 


It was a dog. 


A big slobbery dog lapping on her face like she was some kind of its 
lovely chewing toy. 


And she screamed. 
"Whoa, there. Is everything alright?" 
"No! | mean, yes! Yes, everything is fine." 


She reached for a nearest cloth and wiped her face, sending a sharp 
glare at the dog; the little beast seemed to understand its position 
and backed away in fear. Disturbance gone, she raised her head to 
look at her surrounding. The sky was already dark, with the moon 
hiding itself behind the clouds and, huh? That's weird. She didn't 
remember having crossed this road on her way before. 


“Excuse me." 
She called merchant who quickly turned his face to her. 
"Where exactly are we now?" 


"Let's see... We're only a few kilometers away from the last stop of 
the trade route-" 


"The last stop? We've long passed the crossroad to the port town!" 
She jumped down the cart and quickly grabbed her bag, didn't even 


bother to check on the document she supposed to bring, and quickly 
rushed off. 


This is great, Remilia. The plan you've perfectly made for years will 
come to waste because you overslept! 


She didn't even remember how long she spent cursing as she ran; 
all she had in her mind was to run as fast as her legs could bring her, 
to where her little sister was waiting for her. 


This was the first time Flandre had ever remembered seeing such 
colorful room, with many strange furniture displayed on many 
different shelves and a lot of pictures and paintings hanged on the 
wall; she tried hard to keep her hand from touching and breaking any 
of them. Fortunately, or unfortunately, her master entered soon 
enough before her curiosity won over herself, and she quickly hid her 
hand behind her back. 


"Well, well... Flynn the cuckoo, the little murderer is back!" 


She cringed a bit as he raised his voice. He didn't seem happy to 
see her from the look of his face. 


"I'm quite disappointed to see you alive. But guess what? Someone 
has decided to buy you! | don't understand why he need an ugly 


useless handicapped slave but, oh well, | got you as an extra for 
Roanne anyway so this shall give me a great profit." 


Flandre stared at him all the while as he retreated to his comfy chair, 
checking some documents piled on his desk. The little girl blinked. 


",.. a Slave has to be useful? They are simply properties?" 


Was it a statement or a question? The man behind his desk was 
more surprised to find how she could speak a real language at all. 


"So you can speak French? | should've put a higher price on you, 
what a pity." 


The girl narrowed her eyes as she didn't get her answer. 


"... grandpa was sick, so he couldn't work. But the meanie overseer 
dragged him from his bed. Because he was a slave he had to work?" 


The man slammed his paper works to his desk and finally turned his 
attention to the girl. 


"| am not obliged or even care to hear your pitiful story, little girl. | 
bought my slaves to work, and that is what they need to do. And 
when they don't-" 


He rose from his chair and approached her, whispering darkly in 
front of her face. 


"-they will have a fitting punishment." 
The little girl clenched her fist, feeling her anger building. 


"Please stay out of trouble and wait patiently until milady Remilia 
returns." 


Flandre tried to suppress herself before anything bad happened, 
because every time she let go, she always ended up with a corpse 
or two. She had to wait for her sister. The portly man mistaken her to 
be shaken though, and he smirked, continuing his lecture. 


"Alas, you should be grateful by your own condition. Unwanted soul 
like you-" 


"- nobody ever wanted you-" 


Flandre flinched as she heard another voice echoed in her head; a 
voice that seemed to come from a different time, one that she had 

never remembered hearing before, but had at the same time, and 

she clenched her fist harder. 


"-who can do nothing but destroying everything-" 


"- you took everything from me, yes?" 


Who was it? Her headache returned and she whimpered slightly in 
pain. 


"-to have your live spared until now while you should've been 
executed... Well, | think simply putting you into a peaceful slumber 
wouldn't be enough regarding everything you've done." 


"- killing you wouldn't be enough-strip you out of your-power- 
weak- torture you to death- amazing?" 


She fell to her knees and clutched her head in horror. And the little 
girl screamed, an inhumanly soul wrecking scream, as images after 
images rushed into her head. 


A vampire-the noble vampires of Scarlet-the dirty little secret was 
born-abomination-hidden in the basement- 


onee-sama?-father?-where?-dead-dead, dead, dead- 
the eyes- 


the eyes everywhere-clench-red-blood-why?-kill the monster-kill-kill 
kill kill ki- 


Her scream grew louder and louder, until it turned into a laugh. Her 
insane laugh echoed within the room. She bent her head backward, 
her smile stretched from ear to ear. 


"Cursed cuckoo-what is wrong with you!" 


The man covered his ears as he watched the whole scene. The 
laugh finally reduced into a small giggle as the little girl shifted her 
body forward, her head lolling to her side. 


"Little birdie?" 


She looked at the man with a crazed eyes, her red pupils bore 
through him like a predator eyeing its prey, and she stepped closer. 


Step. 
"Stay away..." 


Step, step. The man backed away and reached for a drawer on his 
desk. 


"It's an order; don't come any closer!" 
Step, step, step. He pulled out a gun and pointing it at her direction. 
" Stay away from me!" 


Gunshot; the ear-piercing sound was heard over and over as bullet 
after bullets lunged itself into her body. The little girl didn't seem to 
be disturbed even a bit, despite the blood that kept oozing out of her 
severed flesh and wounds, she kept on walking slowly, spewing 
blood all over and tinting the room red as she did. The last bullet hit 
her left eye and she stopped. 


"It hurts..." 


The man tossed away his empty gun and backed away even further 
until a wall stopped his track, his face turned pale as the little girl 
drawn closer. 


"Hey, why did you hurt me so?" 


He gritted his teeth, his eyes darted around the room to look for any 
possible escape. 


"It hurts-" 
"Eterna!" 


The now pitiful and scared man shouted on the top of his lungs. A 
voice was heard from behind his door and a smile tugged on his face 
slightly. 


"Is everything alright, master? | thought | heard-" 
"Eterna, get rid of this cuckoo right now!" 


His confidence returned to him bit by bit and he snickered, returning 
from his cowering position to his full height. 


But the door didn't budge. His smile faltered and he shouted again in 
anger. 


"What are you doing, Eterna! Hurry!" 

"Master, would you please unlock it first? The door is locked. " 
He froze, the simple sentence rendered him speechless. He didn't 
even realize the little girl that had closed in on him, grabbing on his 


neck with her one hand, smiling wildly. 


" Bye, bye, little birdie~" 


On the night of the scarlet moon, a devil was born 
from a curse carried by an innocent girl 

The dead rose to celebrate its birth 

and the living returned to the earth 


Thus, the death waltz began 


Here is another chapter, everyone! 
Now, where the heck are you when you're needed Remilia? 


Remi: Stop complaining, I'm on my way! *still running* 


Dozing slowpoke. *ahem* Anyway, while we wait for her, enjoy 
the story everyone. 


See you in the next chapter~ 


Death Waltz - Finale 


The devil dances to the death waltz alone 
like a crippled little bird with one disjoint wing 
She waits for her other half to come 


to join her twisted party filled with lunacy 


| halted from my continuous running as a sharp pain erupted from 
my back, almost tripping myself from the momentum of the sudden 
stop. Oh, come on, | was in a dire hurry! | tried to drag my numb 
body, ignoring the pain. 


"| don't have time for-ack!" 


The pain on my back grew worse and | fell to one knee, holding my 
aching joints. 


| Knew this pain; it was the same one | felt every time | drank blood in 
my current state. But why now? What triggered it? As if my instinct 
called me, | raised my face to meet the moon, the scarlet moon that 
finally decided to reveal itself. Its red glow was reflected perfectly in 
my matching red eyes; | was caught in an unknown trance. 


Not long after that my joints creaked, and | screamed in pain. My 
wings grew, my fangs elongated, my whole body felt as if it was 
broken down and reconstructed from scratch; the pain was truly 
unbearable. After what felt like eternal torture it finally dissipated, and 
| fell to the ground, my breath hitching to match my racing heart. 


What happened? | managed to raise my hand to observe my sharp 
claws, and | stared at them in awe as if it was the first time | saw 
them. 


"... the seal... it was broken?" 
Then something hit me. If it was broken, then... 
"Flandre." 


The realization brought back me back to my feet. | tried to adapt to 
my new anatomy, which was harder than | expected. After a while of 
struggling to find the right balance between my wings, | dashed as 
fast as | can in a speed that | didn't even consider before. 


| narrowed my eyes, still slightly surprised by how they can see 
clearly to match my current speed. Only after a while that | dare to 
fully spread my wings and took flight, gaining even more speed. The 
feel of the air entering my lungs refreshed my memories of my 
previous days as a full-fledged vampire, and | regained my 
confidence. Soon enough | reached my destination and descended 
slowly to the ground. 


But the field was empty, and the mansion was lack of life. Even 
though it was on the edge of the town, it wasn't supposed to be this 
quiet around this time. Something was not right. | walked cautiously 
down the empty street, eyes trying to catch any movement in the 
dim-lighted path. 


"Hello?" 

| spotted a movement from afar and quickly approached it. 
"Hey, could you tell me-" 

"Ah?" 


| halted abruptly, staring eye to eye with the creature in front of me. A 
dead body that shouldn't have moved, stood there right in front of 
me, some of its limbs were out of place. | covered my nose as the 
rotten smell of its flesh started to fill the air. 


" Remilia, there is one thing you need to remember when you feed 
from a living human. ' 


' We Scarlets have a unique power flowing within us; a power so 
great that it invites a lot of problem if not used wisely. One of it 
affects our way of feeding. ' 


'T hose who we feed from will neither die nor live. They will turn into 
a ghoul; a living corpse that will walk the earth for a while before 
evaporating into the air. In their short moment, if they happen to bite 
another human, they will turn them into another ghoul. That is why, 
when we feed from a living human, we should properly kill them 
before they turn into one. It is our way to stop them from suffering 
further. Do you understand, Remilia?" 


| understood, father. | understood every bit of it, but still, | ignored all 
the living corpses around me, and didn't even bother to help any 
human | came to bump into. | had to search for Flandre; that was the 
only thing | had in mind for now. 


"a. milady." 


My feet quickly stopped as a weak voice entered my ear, rendering 
my whole body frozen. It couldn't be. It took a lot of inner conflict until 
| dare to turn my head toward the direction of the voice, and right 
then, my time stop. An image from one of my worst nightmares was 
shoved blatantly in front of me. 


"Sakuya?" 
She was there, lying weakly on the ground, blood slowly seeping out 
numerous stab wounds that | couldn't even fully make out. My 


emotion won over my previous reason and | ran to her side, staring 
at her fallen figure with wide eyes, still refusing to accept the fact. 


"Sakuya! What-" 


"... please calm down, milady." 


She softly put her finger over my lip to silence me, and | complied, 
clenching my fangs. 


"... will you listen... to my wish?" 
| nodded, and she gave me a weak smile. 
"Kill me." 


The simple statement hit me stronger than anything, and | was 
clearly shaking by now. | swallowed, trying to find my voice. 


"W-what are you talking about?" 
Silence. 


"You will be fine-everything will be fine. | will fetch Flandre right 
away, then we all can-" 


"I've been bitten." 


| froze again for | didn't know how many times, staring at her dull 
blue eyes once again. 


"I've seen how they... transformed into those monsters... And | feel 
like it won't be long until my time come as well..." 


No. Please don''t. 


"... all this time I've never been acknowledged as human beings... a 
property, a monster, a slave... but at least, | want to die human." 


Don't say it- 


"... SO please, milady Remilia. Please kill me before | turn into those 
monsters..." 


"Stop saying nonsense!" 


| shouted loudly, ignoring everything. 


"You'll work in my mansion as my chief maid. You've made a contract 
with me! A devil's contract! Nobody-" 


My breath was caught in my throat. 

",.nobody should be able to break it. It's supposed to be absolute." 
My voice was nothing but whisper by then, and | held back my tears. 
| wouldn't cry ever again; I'd made a vow long time ago, back when 
mother had left. But her weak hand softly caressing my face gave it 
away, and | lowered my face, away from her sight, my tears flowed. 


"a. l'm sorry..." 


| hated flowing water, moreover tears. | hated them more than the 
sun. They burnt my skin, and crunched my heart at the same time. 


"Unforgivable." 

| blurted out like a pathetic little child. Brushing away my tears, | 
returned to stare intensely at her before snatching away her precious 
pocket watch; | held it up in front of her face. 

"| will confiscate this pocket watch! So if you ever want it back, you 
have to come and work at my mansion as the contract said. Do you 
understand, Sakuya?" 

| saw her stared at me for a while before managing a weak laugh. 
"... understood, milady... I'll be coming back soon..." 


"Good." 


| returned to my full height and shakily raised my claws, closing my 
eyes. 


".. until then.." 


It took me some time until | find Flandre, as | decided to trace the 
whole mansion off the ghouls. Her lost arm had regenerated along 
with her burn marks, and she was sitting on the desk in the collection 
room, juggling with the previous owner's head, back against me as | 
heard her sang happily. 

" Circle, circle around you~ The bird in the cage 

When will you come out? 

In the night before the dawn 

The turtle and the crane slipped 

Who is it behind you now?" 


And she turned, a smile on her face. She beamed in joy as she 
spotted me standing at the door. 


"It's Onee-sama!" 


She tossed the head away and jumped down the table, running 
toward me; | kept my stern face. Instead of welcoming her with a 
hug, | shouted at her in anger. 


"Flandre, what have you done!" 
She stopped dead on her track, staring at me in horror. 


"Didn't Sakuya tell you to wait for me? To stay out of trouble until | 
arrive? But this-" 


| took a deep breath to compose myself. 
"This... just, what have you done?" 


"a. [im sorry." 


Hearing her apologizing helped a bit, and | felt my anger started to 
subdue bit by bit. But before | could continue to say anything, a great 
force sent me flying to the faraway wall. As my vision cleared | found 
Flandre in front of me, staring at me, a crazed smile on her face. A 
chill crept up my spine. 


"Flandre, you..." 
"I'm sorry, Onee-sama, I'm sorry. But | couldn't help it..." 
'I really want to tear you apart right now~" 


This is bad. | gathered my own strength to dodge before her claws 
reached me, bringing up my fist to hit the side of her head. She 
wavered a bit, her head lolling to her side as she was temporarily 
paralyzed by my blow. | took the chance to talk to her again. 


"Snap out of it, Flan! What is wrong with you?" 
"Kyu~" 


| was too late to realize what happened, too late to remember her 
ability of destruction, and | could barely held my scream as my right 
arm was blown away by a mere clench of her fist. | held my bleeding 
limb, cursing my own recklessness, and step some more distance 
away as she lunged herself at me once again. Granted that | was 
faster than her, but only faster, so the only thing | could do was 
dodging her claws, and hoped that she was too preoccupied to use 
her destructive ability. She giggled. 


"Onee-sama, onee-sama, it's been a long time! Let's play together 
again, okay? Just like the old time back in the basement!" 


"Flandre... you have remembered everything?" 
"Of course~!" 


My wish reached a deaf ear; she clenched her hand again and this 
time my leg was cleanly blown off. Laughing louder, she grabbed my 


hair and threw me against a wall once again, pinning me on my neck 
right after. | coughed and stared blankly at her matching scarlet 
eyes, trying to regenerate my lost limbs to no avail. 

"You know onee-sama..." 

Her laughter died out and her voice reduced into a whisper. 

"I think | know why | was locked in the basement in the first place." 
She chuckled a bit before continuing. 

"Because | really am a monster." 


| clenched my fangs, giving her a pathetic glare. 


"That's not true, Flandre. You didn't do anything wrong, they made 
you-" 


"| love you, Onee-sama." 
Huh? | tried to registered what she was saying once again. 


"| love you so much, so much that | want to kill you and tear you 
apart. " 


| didn't have time to comprehend her twisted logic as her grip on my 
neck tightened. 


"You see? Something is wrong with me. Is this what they called 
insanity? Madness? Ha ha, | don't understand, Onee-sama..." 


She paused, her voice grew even quieter this time. 
"... | don't know what to do... | don't want to hurt anybody, but my 


hands move on their own... What is wrong? What is right? Left? 
Right? Up? Down? Happy? Sad? | don't understand anymore..." 


She started to choke me by now, her sharp claws dug into my skin. 
Her face grew closer until | could feel her breath, and saw the tears 
that freely fell down her face despite her smile. 


"Onee-sama, can you kill me? Please? Kill me before I kill you. " 
My anger bubbled up once more and | grasped her hands hard; her 
grip on my neck didn't falter, just as | thought, she was far stronger 
than me. But | had never intended to win against her in term of raw 
power; | tried to gather my magic, in a way | somehow remembered. 
Destiny: Miserable Fate 

Soon enough a chain made of pure energy materialized itself, 
binding Flandre on place, her both arms on her side and away from 
my neck. | took a moment to catch my breath. 

"This won't be enough to stop me, Onee-sama. If you want to-" 

"I'm fed up with it." 

She tilted her head innocently, and | sighed. 

"First Sakuya, and now you? | am not the local executioner, but 
every one of you keep saying things like ‘kill me, or else-' I'm really 
fed up with it!" 

“But, Onee-sama-" 

"No buts!" 

| approached her again slowly, walking, even though my broken leg 
hurt like hell every time | took a step; | tried to ignore the pain as it 
started to regenerate slowly. Raising my good hand, | flicked her 
forehead to scold her, and she pouted. 


"Now be a good girl and go to sleep. | promise | will find us a place 
where you won't be a monster; where everyone will accept you as 


you are. And this time, please Flan, do patiently wait for my return, 
okay?" 


"Promise?" 

"Promise." 

"... Okay then." 

| smiled as she finally calmed down, and proceeded to hug her. 
"Good night." 

"Good night, Onee-sama." 


Scarlet Sign: Red the Nightless Castle 


"Aah! Get away!" 


| stared down in mild interest as | saw yet another human being 
cornered by a group of ghouls, visibly shaking in fear. Well, this was 
amess my little sister caused, so it was only given for me to clean it 
up. | raised my hand. 


Divine Spear: Spear the Gungnir 

My spear pierced the ghouls, evaporating them into thin air. The 
pitiful human | ‘accidentally’ saved looked up at my figure that was 
perching on a roof, giving me a look of horror. | snickered, showing 
my fangs to him. 

"... aah... a devil..." 


Hm? 


"It's here... The Scarlet Devil, the devil tainted in deep red..." 


Scarlet Devil? What was he blabbering about? Then again, | seemed 
to like the sound of that name. | leaped down the roof, edging closer 
to the human who back away even further in a renewed fear. | 
whispered menacingly at him. 


"Yes, it is l; the Scarlet Devil. So heed my words, human. If you want 
your life to be spared, run and tell your kind of my presence. Fear 
me. And never forget that feeling, ever..." 

| enjoyed the fear reflected in his eyes and chuckled to myself. 

"Now leave. Before | change my mind." 

| tried hard to stifle my laugh as he scampered off into the dark night. 
There was no guarantee that he would survive, but if he did, things 
might turn interesting. As | was enjoying my moment another group 
of ghouls appeared; | sighed and summoned my spear again. 


"Time to get back to work." 


The two devils dances together under the scarlet moon 
weaving fantasy in their own fabricated world 
The Scarlet Devil and The Sister of the Devil 


In the dead of the night, their mesmerizing tale starts 


And... that's it folks! This is the end of the current arc, when the 
sisters finally acquired their mansion and Remi gained her title 
as the Scarlet Devil. But our story are still far from its end. 


Next there'll be another short intermezzo, then... brace yourself 
for the whole new arc! 


Oh yeah this chapter, and I could even say the whole arc, were 
inspired by the PV of "Priere" by Sound Holic. Another 


wonderful work that you gotta love to see. And that song that 
Flandre sang; does anyone find it familiar? You betcha! It's a 
song from a Japanese children game called "Kagome Kagome", 
which is also the name of one of her spell cards. And about the 
Ghoul thingy, | kinda took the reference from PMiSS. | made up 
some details here and there though... *laugh* 


Enjoy the story everyone. And review if you may, I'd really love 
to hear what you all think of this story. 


See you in the next chapter~ 


Afternoon Tea-- 


SECOND ARC: SLUMBER 

END 

Grumble, grumble. 

"Uurgh, I'm starve..." 

Sigh. 

Close. 

Glance, glance. 

"Hmm... But if | leave now, I'll be caught. Now what to do?” 
Grumble, grumble. 

Sigh. 

"If only foods can appear out of the thin air-" 
THUD! 

"Huh?" 

Turn. 

"What is this? Oh, there's a letter." 

Open. 

‘Enjoy the meal.' 


"Enjoy... the meal? Could this be?" 


Lift. 


"Wow! Cookies and tea! Oops." 


Crunch, crunch. 

Gulp. 

"Yummy. " 

Sneak, sneak. 

"Okay." 

Open. 

"I'm ready now." 

THIRD ARC: AWAKENING 


BEGIN 


A Traveler from a far away East 


". the great plague; the town was off-limit since. But that's not true.” 
The old man shivered. 
"| saw it myself. It wasn't a disease, it was a demon." 


He swallowed hard, his voice came out hoarse and dry, deeply 
coated in fear. 


" The Scarlet Devil." 


240 years ago, somewhere in France- 
"Now this is something." 


| whistled as | observed the tall structure in front of me, hands on my 
hip as | studied the thick stone wall. | did hear the town was 
quarantined, but | didn't expect them to fully isolated it with fortified 
walls. Rather than a quarantine, it was more like a cage, as if a 
horrible beast was being shut inside. | shivered slightly. Should | just 
turn back | wonder? | shook my head, looking for some footing on 
the wall. | was quite proud with my physical ability downed by my 
countless years of studying martial arts; soon enough | reached the 
top of the wall, gazing down on a ruin of what used to be a glorious 
port town. | stared at the scenery in awe. 


"Looks like I just get myself into something big." 


| gulped and leaped carefully down the stone wall, continuing my 
way deeper to the heart of the town. | -Huh? Who am I? 


My name was Hong Meiling; just a lone traveler from a far away 
east. What was | doing there? To be honest, there wasn't any special 
reason or anything. | was simply a traveler; | traveled here and there, 


never to stay. And when there was something interesting happened, 
| stayed for a while before continuing my journey once again. Why 
did | leave my land in the first place? Now, now, this is getting 
personal. Let's just focus on the matter on hand. 


| walked cautiously, almost tip-toeing, along the dirt path which | 
assumed to be once the main road of the town. The town was dead 
silence, safe for the sound of the blowing wind and the cry of a group 
of crows; | halted to take a brief look at them. Their number seemed 
to have increased as time ticked by and they observed me with what 
seemed like hungry eyes; | cringed and tried to push the matter 
aside, continuing my way. 


There was something strange; | noticed it as | walked around the 
empty town. In theory, if the citizens were wiped out by a plague ora 
certain disease, there should be cemeteries scattered around, or at 
least, corpses on the ground. But | found none. There was no trace 
at all, as if the whole citizens simply vanished and evaporated into 
the thin air. 


As if the whole town had been eaten dry by the devil. 


It was on one of that night when I couldn't sleep that | decided to 
take a short walk around the town; a habit | started to develop over 
my years of traveling. While most people who just arrived on a 
foreign land, while having no single ideas about their language or 
cultures, tend to be reserved to themselves, | tend to do the 
opposite, watching locals and alike doing their activities. | could even 
proudly declared that | had already understood their language. Well, 
mostly. Okay, maybe some. 


Fine, at least | could understand what they were talking about, one 
way or another. Anyways, when I reached a certain corner | found a 
group of people, seemed to be homeless, gathered around a 
campfire. 


"- not plague-devil!-after-she'll get us next!" 


Devil? | edged closer as my ear caught the simple statement, trying 
to get a better hearing. 


"- port town-south from here-don't ever enter-die-" 


Hmm... There was a devil in a port town further south from this 
town? Don't ever enter that town or you won't come back alive? My 
guess seemed to be correct as I studied the fear in his eyes as he 
continued his story. | was drowned by his expression, feeling the 
tension despite the only little bit of words | understood. And the last 
warning he said lit a strange spark in me. 


". The Scarlet Devil." 


| sat on the remnants of a fountain, taking a breather from my little 
exploration. Just as | thought | couldn't find any trace of a body or 
anything, which meant my guess was correct; it wasn't a plague, it 
was something else. 


Maybe it really was the devil. Maybe she was still here somewhere, 
stalking me, waiting for me to let my guard down. | tensed at the 
possibility, darting my eyes around me to find any sign of danger; 
there was nothing but the crows. | sighed in relief. 


But really, what mystery had | gotten myself into? | stood, 
absentmindedly walking around the town with no specific destination. 
If it really was the Scarlet Devil, then... 


"Caw! Caw!" 
"Whoa! Wait, wait! Cut it out!" 


| jumped at the sudden cry, shielding myself with my arms as a crow 
started attacking me. Had | walked too close to one of their nest? | 
rushed a safe distance away and glanced back toward its direction. 


But what | found wasn't a bird nest, but an abandoned mansion 
stood on the edge of the town. | saw how the crows gathered on the 
trees along the path heading to the mansion, gazing at me. Were 
they guarding something in there? My previous theory was rejected 
in an instant | saw that, actually, none of them had made their way 
past the mansion's gate, let alone making their nest there. 


The crows must have scared of whatever it was in the broken-down 
mansion. And they tried to warn me and keep me out as well. And 
right then, somehow | knew. 


| had found the devil's lair. 


"... SO NOISY.” 


A little girl rose from her bed and yawned, rubbing her eyes a bit. 
She gave an annoyed look before glancing out the window from her 
dark bedroom. Hm? Something was unusual. She blinked as she 
noticed someone else beside the crows, stifling a laugh as she saw 
that someone scampered off when the crows attacked them. A glint 
of mischief was lit on her eyes, driving away her previous sleepiness. 


" It seems like | have a guest." 


"Ouchie... Geez, that was harsh..." 
| pouted at the crows, holding my arm that was full of scratches. 


"If you want to warn me, can't you guys at least do it in a more gentle 
way?" 


They simply answered me with their croaking cry. | sighed. At least 
they couldn't harm me anymore since | already passed the mansion 
gate, but still, even more horror would probably awaited me inside. | 
took a deep breath, fixing the grip on my bag, before proceeding 


further. The mansion's front door fell as | pushed on it, and I quickly 
held up my hands in defense. 


"I'm sorry! | pushed it very gently, | swear!" 


The only answer | got was my own voice echoed throughout the 
wide empty hall. After | recovered from my previous outburst, | 
brought myself inside, walking ever so slowly and carefully as my 
eyes observed my surrounding. | let my legs guided me, keeping my 
guard higher in every passing minutes. After | didn't remember how 
long | finally reached a dead end; a spacious room with a single 
throne in its end. | stared at the empty seat, as if trying to make sure 
that it really was empty. | sighed, letting my fists to drop to my side. 


But suddenly, as | let my guard down just a bit, | heard a voice; a 
laughing voice of a little girl, echoed from somewhere in the room. | 
tensed. 

"... hello?" 


My voice bounced back to me. | gulped as | started to fell a chill 
down my spine. 


"... l-is Someone there? I'm sorry for trespassing, so-" 

SLAM 

| quickly twirled my body toward the source of the voice, entering my 
previous battle stance and bringing up my fists. The only thing that 
greeted me was a closed door, but that itself was strange. 

| swore | had knocked down that door before. 

" Welcome-" 

Another voice was heard and once again | turned toward it, my fists 


still up and ready. And soon, | paled, as if the blood had drown out of 
my face. 


". to the Scarlet Devil Mansion." 


Sitting on the once empty throne was a little girl that seemed to be 
nothing more than ten, gazing down on me with her mesmerizing 
scarlet eyes. But what truly rendered me frozen wasn't her sudden 
appearance, but the huge pair of jet black wings sprouting from her 
back, and her red tainted dress that seemed to have given witness of 
her might. 


".. the Scarlet Devil..." 


| felt so feeble right there and then before her sharp yet calm gaze, 
caught between the moment, unable to move forward or turn my tail 
and run. | simply stood there, frozen, trying to keep myself from 
shivering in fear. She seemed to notice my uneasiness as | saw her 
smile stretched. 


"Who might you be? And what bring you here, | wonder?" 
"l-1... I just, um..." 
"Hm?" 


| returned to my full height from my previous stance, clasping my 
both hands and brought them in front of my chest, giving her a 
proper greeting. 


"... my name is Hong Meiling, a traveler from a far away east." 

| saw her blinked, as if trying to register my speech. Why of course! 
She couldn't have understand what | was saying. | closed my eyes 

as my mind tried to find a way out of this little, but might turn bigger, 
mess. 


"| see..." 


| felt a presence approaching in front of me and | reopened my eyes; 
my heart almost leaped out of my throat as | saw the devil standing, 
or to be exact, floating in front of me, staring right into my eyes. 


"A Chinese traveler, aren't you?" 
"... how do you.." 


"| have hundreds of years to spent learning languages; I've learned 
most of them, even some that you couldn't even name." 


She turned away from my face and started to circle me now, 
observing me. | gulped and stood rigid in place, eyes following her 
fluid movements. 


"SO, miss traveler from a far away east, what do you need from me, 
hm?" 


"... no-nothing in particular. | just stumbled into your place-" 

"A broken-down mansion on an off-limit town?" 

"... well, that's... | overheard some locals talking so | was curious-" 
"Really? Tell me, have you ever heard about ‘curiosity kills the cat'?" 


| took a quick breath as she ended the last sentence in a sing-song 
voice, and as she whispered it on my ears. Run, Meiling! Run! My 
instinct shouted loudly in my head, and without delay, my body 
complied; | brought up my elbow and hit her torso with all my might, 
running for the only door that was on the far end of the room. Soon 
enough | reached it and fumbled with the doorknob, pushing it, then 
pulling it, but the door didn't budge. | gritted my teeth and retreated 
my hands to each side of my hip, taking a deep breath. 


| gathered my chi, the huge amount of energy flowing within me, 
focusing them on my right fist, then punched the door with everything 
| got; | quickly rushed toward it afterwards. But still, it didn't budge; | 
ran face first to the somehow very hard structure of wood. What was 


wrong with this door? Holding my stinging red face, | tried to geta 
better look at it. Only then that a realize the strange red circle 
glowing on its surface, and | gasped as | realized the pattern. 

"A barrier?" 

"Indeed." 

Oh, snap- 

In a moment of impulse, my fist shot out to hit her once again, but 
she didn't accept my blow gratuitously as she did before; she caught 
my fist, with no difficulties at all. | yelped as she squeezed it, forcing 
me to retreat to my knees; | looked up to her smaller figure in a 
pathetic look of defeat. 

"Ah, | understand now." 

She released her grip, sending my stumbling on my butt. 

"That power... This smell..." 

She chuckled. 


" You're not a human, are you?" 


| froze, eyes wide as | stared at her forefinger pointing accusingly at 
me. 


"Am | wrong?" 


"W-what are you talking about? I'm... I'm just a simple and weak 
human... see?" 


| stuttered, shakily showing my broken hand that she squeezed 
before, trying to show how pathetic | was. But the look on her eyes 
didn't falter. 


"Did you commit a crime? Were you driven out of your land?" 


"No! |-" 
"SO, you were accused for something you never did?" 


| clamped my mouth shut, lowering my face shamefully to the 
ground. | heard her chuckling once again, walking away from me as | 
listened to her footsteps echoed throughout the wide hall. 


"It is understandable; the society tend to be scared of the unknown 
and the wicked. Even though they didn't do anything, everyone 
would call them monster and find a way to get rid of them. Then 
again-" 


She twirled, ceremoniously plopping herself back to the throne. 
"That is your reason for looking for me, right?" 


My reason? | felt like a being splashed by a bucket of cold water on 
the face, waking me up from my thought, and | brought my face back 
up to look at her, sitting there with her chin resting on the back of her 
hand. Why did | come here again? Why am I so curious about the 
incident? It was because... | was looking for her? But why? As if 
reading my mind, the Scarlet Devil smiled. 


" You thought that | am the same, just like you. That is why you 
come here in the first place." 


... that's right. That's why. | only wanted to find a peace of mind. | 
didn't care about the plague or the mystery about the vanishing 
citizens; right from the start, | was looking for her. 


| was looking for someone of my kind. 
I was looking for the Scarlet Devil. 
As if a load was lifted off my shoulder, | let my body fell to the dusty 


floor, staring blankly at the ceiling. Slowly, | smiled. And | laughed; a 
wholehearted laugh that | hadn't felt like forever. 


"Ha ha... Ha ha ha-ouch!" 
"Hey, stop lying down on the floor. It is unsightly." 


| rubbed the bump on my head where she kicked, proceeding to sit, 
and by then, somehow, as | looked at her annoyed face with her 
arms crossed over her chest, my previous fear was drained out of 
me, as if it didn't even exist in the first place. 


Because that little girl and | were the same now. She was no longer 
the devil and | was no longer her prey; we were fellow 'monsters' 
now. 


"Don't get too cocky." 
"Eh?" 


| stared dumbfoundedly as she walked away, retrieving my almost 
forgotten bag before tossing it to me; | caught it absentmindedly, 
eyes still staring at her. 


"My name is Remilia Scarlet, the descendant of the proud and noble 
vampires of Scarlet. Remember my name well, because from now 
on, you will be my servant. " 


Silence. 

" EEHH!?" 

Wha-what? When did it come to this? The shock overwhelmed me 
and | dropped my bag, my mouth kept opening and closing like a 
fish, unable to form any coherent words. She raised a brow at my 
silly behavior. 


"Is there something wrong, miss used-to-be-traveler from a far away 
east?" 


"W-walit a second! Your servant? But I-" 


"You don't have any destination or any place to return to anymore, 
correct?" 


"a that's true, but-" 


"Then it's perfect! | will provide you with housing. There are a lot of 
works waiting for you, but for now, follow me." 


She exclaimed proudly, walking toward the sealed door and putting 
her hand on the wooden surface; the red pattern on it vanished, and 
soon the door fell to the floor in a huge slam. | flinched a bit at the 
loud sound before grabbing my bag and tailing after her, whining. 
"Um, you know, Remilia... being a servant is a bit..." 

Suddenly she stopped; | almost ran into her, but thanks to my refined 
reflexes, my body stopped before making any impact. She turned 
her head toward me, and | gulped, taking a few steps back. 

"Do you have any objection?" 

"Uh, actually..." 

"Perhaps you think you can defeat me and take over the mansion?" 
"Well?" 

| dropped my head in defeat, bowing low at her. 

“No, master." 

"Good. And call me ‘mistress’ or 'milady' instead, understood?" 

| relaxed a bit as | saw her slowly walking away, sighing as | followed 
her once again. As we walked silently along the mansion long 


corridor, | took some time to observe the dark and broken hall way. 
This place must have been abandoned for years. But my little 


observation was disturbed as | realized that we had been going 
deeper and deeper underground, until the scenery around me turned 
pitch black. | squinted my eyes, trying to search for my new 
employer. 

"Hey China, can you see in the dark?" 

"Um, no?" 

"Right, as | thought." 


| heard a shuffling from somewhere and then the sound of fire 
flickering; soon enough | found the Scarlet Devil in front of me, 
holding a lantern on hand. She tossed the lantern to me. 


"Here you go." 
"Thanks... milady." 


| heard her snickered for a while before we continued our way. After 
a long walk in the darkness, we finally reached a huge metal door 
blocking our way. | brought the lantern closer to the door, cringing a 
bit as | noticed scratches and blood stains on it. Suddenly, my long 
forgotten fear returned. | swallowed, turning my head to the vampire 
beside me. 


"Um, milady? Where are we going?" 


"Glad you ask. You better start memorizing your way through the 
basement since you have to come here quite often." 


| have to? | took a step back, and she laughed at my cowering figure. 
"| will introduce you to my sister; my sweet little sister, Flandre 


Scarlet." 


Hello and welcome back, everyone! 


Here's the first chapter of the third arc. Hmm, a new resident 
right from the start... Remi sure works fast. Though | felt a little 
bad for Meiling, but oh well. One does not simply enter the 
house of the devil, and come back out in one piece. Literally. 


Anyways, enjoy the story with its brand new plot and icing 
while it's still fresh! Review if you may, and... 


See you in the next chapter~! 


Nursery Rhyme 


" Humpty-dumpty sat on a wall, 
' Humpty-dumpty had a great fall. 
' AIl the king's horses and all the king's men 


' couldn't put humpty together again." 


"... Aah, it's broken again." 


Knock, knock, knock. 

"Flandre? Are you awake?" 

Silence. 

"I'm coming in." 

He he, but nobody was there. 

"... Flandre?" 

"Boo." 

" Gyaaah!" 

The red-haired lady screamed and scrambled away, running to hide 


behind my sister, and | couldn't help giggling as | emerged from the 
shadow, eyes gleaming with curiosity and mischief. 


"Tell me beforehand if we're playing hide-and-seek, Flan. And you; 
get off." 


My sister crossed her arms in front of her chest, pushing the red- 
haired lady away with her wing; | eyed the two of them, hands 
behind my back, trying hard to hold myself from tackling my sister in 
excitement. | felt my smile stretched. 


"| heard explosion so | came to check on you, Onee-sama, but you 
came down faster so | followed you back, and | thought maybe 
playing hide-and-seek would be fun! So | sneaked behind you ad-oh, 
oh, is it dinner time already?" 


My mind was quickly distracted and | approached the red-haired lady 
who was still frozen there. Hm? What was she so scared of, | 
wonder? But my sister quickly took hold of my reaching claws and 
the bloodthirst | felt before disappeared in an instant; | tilted my head 
and gave her a questioning look. 

"No, Flan. This is not food. You can tell from her smell, right?" 
“Hmm...” 

| sniffed the air around her a bit and blinked in realization. 

"She's not a human?" 

"Indeed. And she will be working for us from now on." 

"Working?" 

My sister gave her a sharp look and she quickly returned to her full 
height, folding her hands in front of her chest. | blinked once, then 
twice, trying to listen carefully to her gibberish talk. Was this some 
kind of greeting? | finally mimicked the gesture and gave her a toothy 
grin. After a while of silence my sister sighed. 


"You've never learned Chinese, Flan?" 


"Chinese? What is that?" 

"... | figured." 

She left and walked toward the nearest table she found, gracefully 
plopping herself on it. Oh, it's announcement time! | quickly dragged 
my chair over and sat, listening carefully to her. The red-haired lady 
glanced at my sister, at me, then back at my sister before she 
decided to just sat on the floor, hugging her knees. 


"Now listen up, Flan. That is Meiling. She will be our servant, 
cleaning the house, making our meal, and so on. So if you ever need 
anything, just call her." 


My eyes followed to where she was pointing to meet that Meiling. It 
was the red-haired lady! Suddenly my excitement sparked up and | 
restlessly rocked back and forth on my chair. 

"Oh, oh, can | play with her as well? Please?" 

"As long as you don't break her." 

"Yay!" 


| threw my hands to the air and jumped to tackle Meiling; my mind as 
already busy searching for something for us to play together with. 


"But!" 


| turned my face to the source of the voice that was my sister, and 
proceeded to sit on top off Meiling who was already sprawling on the 
floor. 


"| need her for now, so you can play with her some other time, 
okay?" 


"Mmkay, then!" 


"Good girl. Meiling, come here." 


| stood and let her ran toward my sister; | once again giggled as | 
saw her being scolded by my sister in what might be called 
‘Chinese’. | waved at them one last time before the door to my room 
slide into a shut. 


And | was back on my own, eagerly waiting for their return. 


"Um, milady? May I ask you a question?" 


" It depends on what it is." 


" The young mistress Flandre... Why is she, um, living down there?" 
" Because she choose to." 
"... L see. Sorry, | thought-" 


" The door is not locked. | would never lock it." 


" Now stop idling around and start learning some English. That is my 
first order." 


"Err, yes, milady." 


| woke up into another loud crumbling sound, and | instantly shot into 
a sitting position, eyes wide awake. What is it this time? | didn't even 
have time to think properly as | found myself already running up the 
stair to the upper ground, ears searching for the source of the sound. 
Soon | reached the main hall, but | quickly skidded into stop to 


prevent myself from diving head first to the thick ray of the sun; the 
momentum sent me falling to the floor face first. | groaned and raised 
my face. 


My sister and Meiling were there, both of them gave me a surprised 
look, and | pouted, puffing my cheek childishly. 


"| was worried so | hurried here... again..." 

"Ah, | see. You're such a silly child, Flan." 

Big sister chuckled and patted my head, and | sat, giving her another 
pout. Sometimes | wanted her to stop treating me like a child; | was 
strong enough that | could protect her as well. Well, my little self- 
rambling was stopped short as my attention was distracted once 
again when | saw the big hole on the ceiling, and Meiling who was 
carrying some bricks. She seemed to finally realized that | had been 
staring at her and gave me her trademark greeting. | blinked. 

"Good day, young mistress." 

| inhaled in surprise and suddenly filled with newfound excitement, 
jumping to my feet before floating a bit in front of her, eyeing her with 
eyes sparkling with amazement. 

"Meiling, you can talk!" 

"Err, actually, | can. | always can. | just learned English." 

"Hm, hm. Really? Say, say, can we play now?" 

"Not now, Flan." 

| switched my attention toward my sister, tilting my head. 


"Why?" 


"AS you can see, Meiling is now repairing the mansion. You can play 
with her later, okay?" 


| descended back to the floor, my wings grew limp behind me. Big 
sister seemed to notice my disappointment and she sighed, a small 
smile forming on her face. 


"But you are welcome to help with the repairment." 
"Really? Yay!" 


My excitement returned in an instant, as if it was always there, and 
this time | couldn't stop myself from tackling her, snuggling into her 
embrace that | Knew too much; | smiled widely and giggled slightly. 
She patted my head in return, the same way she always did, and | 
smiled wider. After a while | shot back to my feet, fist brought up and 
eyes flaring with determination. 


"Okay! What should | do first?" 
"Young mistress? Can you pass me those bricks?" 


Bricks? Huh, where might they be? | glanced to the far end of the 
hall and found some piles of them. Without hesitation | sprinted 
toward the heap of stony material and took hold of one, switching my 
gaze back to Meiling. Hmm... Bringing them one by one would take 
a lot of time. What to do, what to do... Oh, | know! | grabbed on the 
brick tightly and bent my occupied hand far back, aiming for Meiling. 


"Ready, Meiling?" 
"Ready-wait, what?" 


Talking time's over; | threw the brick as hard as | could. It barely 
missed her and hit the wall behind her in a loud crash before 
crumbling to the ground along with the wall. | pouted and shook my 
fist at her. 


"Why are you dodging it, Meiling? I'm trying hard aiming so you 
better catch them properly!" 


"Wah, what!? No, young mistress, I'll die-" 
"One more time!" 

"Wait-Gyaaah!" 

"There's still a lot more!" 


"Young mistress, please wait-Uwaaah! Milady, please tell her to stop- 
GYAAA! " 


Remilia Scarlet stared dumbfoundedly at what used to be the main 
hall of the mansion, pinching her temple. She switched her attention 
to her sister and her helpless servant laying on the floor; she cleared 
her throat. 

" Flan?" 

"Hm? What is it, Onee-sama?" 


" Next time, just wait patiently until Meiling finish her job, okay? You 
can play with her afterwards." 


" If you say so. I'm tired... Good night, Onee-sama." 

" Good night, Flandre." 

Her eyes followed her sister closely until she disappeared in the 
darkness of the corridor, before returning to inspect the wrecked 
room she was in. 

" This is quite a mess... But nothing impossible to repair, | guess." 


".. a mess... This... iS... a huge mess, milady!” 


The chinese girl beside her raised to a sitting position, brushing the 
rubble away from herself. 


" Ahh... Now the repairment will take even longer..." 


" Then you better start now. | want this hall back to what it used to be 
by tomorrow, understand?" 


" Buh-but, milady that's impossible-milady?... she's gone." 

Remilia Scarlet chuckled as she left, taking a second to glance at the 
stair toward the basement. She smiled softly, singing a quiet tune to 
herself. 

" Humpty-dumpty sat on a wall, 

' Humpty-dumpty had a great fall. 


' AIl the devil's bats and all its servants 


' slowly put humpty together again." 


Hello everyone and long time no see! Sorry for my few weeks of 
absence. I'm just gonna throw in some typical excuses like 
schools and jobs here, but well, cutting my rambling short I'm 
just glad to say that the gear in my head has started to spin in 
full speed again. So sit back and relax. 


Anyway, another light chapter this time. Yeah, maybe there's 
gonna be some in this arc as this is the 'awakening'; you need 
to rub your eyes and blink a few times until you can function 
properly, right? But then, fu fu fu... Okay, spoiler stop here. 


Last thing, as always, enjoy the story everyone! Review if you 
may, I'll gladly accept 'em. 


See you in the next chapter~ 


A Shadow From the Past - Approach 


200 years ago, a port town in France - 


It was another merry morning, as expected from the largest port 
town in the country; people chit-chattering, carts strolling down the 
street, and even the sun smiled brightly at its restless inhabitants. 
Nothing unusual. Or so how it looked nowadays, of what used to be 
the center of the deadliest plague befallen Europe. 


People had decided to forget that dark past though, and soon 
flooded the once abandoned town right after an oriental traveler 
came back alive from what they used to believe as the devil's nest. 
They plague had dissipated! They shouted in joy as they shattered 
down the huge stone wall surrounding it with their hammers and 
reclaimed the town to its previous glory. After several years of 
reconstruction their dream finally came true; now the old tragedy of 
the black death had disappeared into a mere page of history. 


Meanwhile, back in the current time, the oriental traveler from before, 
who decided to stay in the town and made it her home, strolled 
happily down the crowded market filled with merchants and alike. 
She hummed happily as she browsed the goods on display, a paper 
bag on hand ready to be filled with this week's groceries for her 
‘sisters’. 


Yes, ‘sisters’; that's how she told everyone. The truth was a bit 
different though, but we would talk about it later. 


Ever since the red-haired girl settled there she had been living with 
two survivors from the huge disaster, as how she explained about 
two little girls staying with her, helping them with their daily life. The 
little girls had never been seen outside though, because they were 
too weak to leave their house that situated on the edge of the town; 
she said it was due to the side-effect of the plague. 


That was why Meiling, the oriental girl in our story, had to do all the 
chores related to going out of the mansion, like how she was 
shopping for groceries right now. Anyways, she was on a great mood 
because the market had some goods from her homeland China in 
stock today. Maybe she could cook a Chinese food for her ‘sisters’ 
today. She tapped her chin in thought. 


"Let's see... How about a simple fried rice? Rice, rice, rice... Ah, 
there it is! They really have some! And what do | need next? Hmm..." 


Meiling thought loudly as she put ingredient after ingredients into her 
bag, smiling widely as she did. Not long enough she got everything 
she needed in hand. Well, everything but one. She frowned and 
approached the merchant. 


"Excuse me, do you have any garlic?" 
"Sorry miss, they're sold out. A customer just bought 'em all." 


The merchants pointed casually to the group of people leaving his 
stand, and Meiling narrowed her eyes to get a better look at them. 
That's weird. A shady group of men covered all in hood, buying a 
large quantity of garlic?... could they be merchants as well? Garlic- 
dealers? As if feeling her stare, one of the man stopped and twirled, 
catching the girl in surprise. Unable to mask her embarrassment, 
Meiling stood there scratching her cheek, an awkward smile on her 
face. Much to her dismay, instead of turning away and left, the man 
approached her. 


"I'm sorry, do you need anything?" 


Meiling gulped, taking a moment to observe the man in front of her. 

Well, he was quite attractive, with purple eyes and hair, a somehow 

knowing aura radiated from his gaze. But, wait! She didn't have time 
to check him out! The Chinese girl mentally slapped herself back to 

reality, letting out an awkward laugh. 


"Um, well, uh, yeah. Ha ha, | need some garlic for my cooking, 
actually." 


"| see. And we just brought you a casualty for buying every last of 
them." 


"... well, not really. | can look for them in the other stand-" 


" Hey, Knowledge! Stop flirting with the ladies or I'll tell your wife! We 
have work to do, y'know!" 


"I'm not! I'm sorry, my master like to let his mouth running. Oh, and 
here. You can take some of the garlic. We don't really need that 
much." 

" Knowledge!" 


"Alright, I'm coming! See you later, and have a nice day." 


And then he left, disappearing into the sea of people, leaving Meiling 
with her own thought and some garlic on her paper bag. 


"ling... meiling... MEILING!" 
"Wha-huh?" 
"You're spacing out." 


Meiling woke up in the kitchen she knew so much, a pan on her 
hand. Ah yes, she was cooking for dinner. Good thing she hadn't 
started with the stir-frying or she might've burned their meals, and 
faced the wrath of her mistress of course. That's the scary part. After 
returning to her senses she finally noticed the little blonde girl that 
was sitting on the nearby counter, her legs dangling and swinging 
back and forth happily. 


"You're awake early tonight, young mistress." 


"mm-hm, | smelled something good and so | followed it here." 


"Really? | don't think you can smell the cooking all the way from the 
basement." 


"Ufufu, you got me. | am just bored. Say, say, Meiling. What are you 
cooking? What are these white thingy?" 


Meiling smiled widely as she saw the little girl's eyes sparkled in 
curiosity; putting away the pan, she approached the little girl and 
retrieved the bowl of deliciously white rice. 


"These, young mistress, are rice. It is a main dish in my homeland." 
"Ooh! Is it tasty? Tastier than blood? " 


"Uh, yes? But it is not ready yet. We also need the other ingredients | 
have set aside before.” 


Meiling walked toward the stove and the little girl followed, floating 
slightly with her seven-colored wings. Her smile widened as she saw 
some meat and other vegetables chopped neatly into little blocks. 


"First, we put all the other ingredients into the pan and stir-fry them." 
"Oh..." 

"Then, when they're ready... we add the rice into the pan!" 

"Enter the main character! Yay!" 

"That's right. Now, witness the power of Chinese cooking!" 

As she said that, she lifted the pan away from the stove, shifting it 
with her one hand; the ingredients in it flew out and floated in the air 
for a while, before landing cleanly back in it. The little girl watched 
the whole scene in awe, clapping her hands. But the show hadn't 


finished yet; soon enough, after a few more shake of the pan, fire 
burst out of the pan. 


"Yay, it's burning high!" 


The sound of restless footsteps echoed throughout the mansion 
corridor, followed by a loud slam of a double oak door. Oh well, 
Meiling would need to repair them again. 


"Onee-sama! Onee-sama, wake up!" 


The culprit, a blonde little girl, ran toward the comfy bed in the middle 
of the room, jumping and diving into it; the bed let out a loud ‘oomph’. 
It was revealed that there was another little girl covered beneath the 
huge blanket, groaning and crawling her way out, pushing the blonde 
girl away from atop her. She rubbed her eyes and yawned. 


"Yes, Flandre? What is it?" 
"There's no time to explain! Follow me, follow me!" 
"Wait, Flan, I'm still in my pajamas-" 


But Flandre didn't stop; she pulled on her sister's arm and ran out of 
the room, ignoring her protest. Passing corridor after corridors they 
finally reached a room with a long table on its middle, decorated with 
neat table cloth and other tableware. A red-haired girl was there, 
setting a plate of food down; she seemed to be surprised by the 
sudden burst of the door as she quickly turned her head toward the 
two little girl, almost dropping the food in her shock. Another door to 
fix; the red-haired girl thought loudly in her head as she saw the 
ruined door. 


Silence lingered for only a while as Flandre proceeded to drag her 

sister once again, in a less chaotic way this time, and motioned her 
to sit on her favorite chair. The older girl obeyed, eyes fixed on her 

sister all the while. 


"So? What is it this time, Flan?" 


"You know? Meiling cooked something special tonight!" 
"Me?" 


Two pairs of scarlet eyes quickly turned to look at the red-haired girl, 
one waiting in anticipation and one boring into her in a dangerous 
glare. Meiling gulped and put down the plate she was holding. 


"Err, this is a traditional food from my homeland; fried rice. | hope 
you like it, milady." 


Remilia stared blankly at the unfamiliar dish shoved in front of her, 
eyes half-lidded as sleepiness still haunting her. She blinked and let 
her gaze wandered to the other side of the room, finding her sister 
already sitting happily on her own chair, digging into her dinner. She 
sighed and took hold of her own fork-no, wait. Spoon. It looked like 
she had to use spoon to eat this thing. She scoop a little portion of 
the food, putting it into her mouth slowly. 


And she stopped. Frozen. 


The Chinese servant of hers, and the responsible cook, seemed to 
notice the somehow strange behavior of her mistress and 
approached her cautiously. 


"Um... you don't like it, milady?" 

" GaaaahhH!" 

The little girl suddenly shouted and jumped out of her chair, tackling 
and grabbing on the collar of the mortified Chinese girl, her eyes red 


and watery and filled with pure fury. 


"You cursed idiot China! Are you trying to poison me? What did you 
put in my food!? " 


What? 


"No, milady! | would never! | just made a normal fried rice-" 


" WHAT-DID-YOU-PUT-IN-MY-FOOD?" 
The little girl hissed, tightening the grip on her servant's collar. 


"umm... rice, vegetable oil, meat, some pepper and spices... oh, 
and garlic-" 


"Garlic!?" 
Meiling shrunk and gulped, nodding slowly. 


"You put garlic in my food!? I'm a VAMPIRE and you put GARLIC 
in my food!? ... | see, so you already have guts to challenge me 
now? Very well-" 


"No, wait, milady! | didn't mean to! | don't know that you're, uh, 
allergic to garlic. And lady Flandre seemed alright..." 


The two of them switched their eyes to the other little girl in the room 
that still happily wolfed down her food. Remilia let go her previous 
prey, approaching the smiling Flandre. 


"Flan?" 
"Hm? Aren't you eating your dinner, onee-sama?" 
"NO. Most importantly, how could you eat 'that'? Is it delicious?" 


"Yep! Whenever | eat some the inside of my throat feels burning, it's 
interesting!" 


Remilia quickly snatched the half-eaten fried rice and threw it away; 
Meiling, with her quick reflexes, managed to catch the food before 
reaching the floor. She gazed sadly at her master piece and 
muttered under her breath. 


"... you shouldn't be picky in eating..." 


Remilia turned and glared dangerously at her; she gulped and 
bowed in apologize. 


"I understand. I'm really sorry, milady." 

"Good. Now get me a proper dinner." 

The Chinese girl sighed and retrieved the plates, but then suddenly, 
something resurfaced from her memories and she turned to her 
mistress once again. 

"| just remember something, milady." 

"Really? And why do | need to know about that?" 

"Err, well, it's just that, this morning when | was shopping for 
groceries, a group of shady men bought all of the garlic in the market 


and | thought it was strange-" 


"A group of garlic-dealers, huh? Nothing unusual. Oh, and Flandre, 
would you wait here while | go changing?" 


"Okie-dokie." 
"Alright. Meiling, come." 


Meiling pouted but followed anyway, tailing after her mistress with 
her shoulders slumped. Were they simply garlic-dealers? Wait, what 
is a garlic-dealer? Is that even mean anything? But before she got 
time to ask her mistress, the little girl spoke first. 


"Those men. What else do you know about them?" 


The Chinese girl stopped dead on her track, staring at the striking 
red orbs in front of her. They were no normal men, she knew it! And 
her mistress seemed to notice this as well. She took a deep breath. 


"There were about five of them, wearing long coats covering their 
whole body. | saw the face of one of them though, and his name 


was-" 


" Knowledge! What, are you daydreaming about that cute oriental girl 
from this morning?" 


"What? Please stop it, master, | am married." 


That was a half-lie. The man really was thinking about the red-haired 
girl, on how his whole body felt like shivering in an unknown fear 
when he got close to her. 


He somehow knew, that girl wasn't human. 


Many people nowadays might not believed about such thing 
anymore, but he did. Maybe because he wasn't a human himself. 
And that's why he was there, following the trail she left, he led his 
group to that place. The huge mansion on the edge of the town. His 
master chuckled, watching the mansion from afar with his somehow 
very keen eyes. 


"Good job, Knowledge. That really is the place, | can feel it." 


The man lowered his head in a nod, hiding his crunched face behind 
his hood. 


"| have finally found you, Scarlet Devil-no, the young mistress, 
Remilia Scarlet. " 


Cliffhanger! Ha ha, gotcha! No wait, no flame please! *hides 
under a table* 


Anyways, lookie here. Meiling being scolded, Flandre knocking 
down two doors in a day, Remilia being Remilia; nothing new 
this chapter. *nods nods* But wait, a mystery character made an 
appearance! Who might he be, and how does he know Remi? 
Fu fu fu... 


Sit back and enjoy the cliffhanger, everyone! Reviews are 
mostly welcomed. 


See you in the next chapter~ 


A Shadow From the Past - Revealed 


The dark night | knew too much, the scarlet moon looming up there 


The majestic red mansion from my long forgotten memories, basked 
in its maddening glow 


" The young mistress-lady Remilia had gone mad!" 
Ah, this dream again? How many times has it been now? 


The restless footstep echoing endlessly, bone crunching, blood 
splashing 


" Stand your ground! Stop that monster!" 
It kept on looping like a never-ending record, but no 


not this time; a creeping shadow rose from the red stained ground, 
sneering 


"I've found you, Remilia Scarlet~" 


O' fate that governs over this life, what are you trying to show me 
this time? 


Gazing at its mismatched figure, my own smile stretched 


| put back my cup to the plate on my other hand, creating a loud 
clank; probably a bit too loud, as | could see that Chinese servant of 
mine flinched, a perplexed look on her face. 


"Um, does it... not suit your taste, milady?" 


| didn't answer, letting my gaze fell to the herbal tea in my cup, my 
reflection stared back at me in return. It's been a long time. A very 


very long time, indeed. | chuckled and whispered softly. 
"Fate has finally come to visit me again." 
"a. fate?" 


Ah, yes, | almost forgot about that Chinese girl; she surely had a 
great hearing. Closing my eyes, | held out the tea cup toward her 
and tossed it away. Yes, somehow it became a habit of mine when | 
found her tea intolerable. There would be no casualties though, as 
she always quick enough to catch the falling cup before it reached 
the floor; it added up a bit of humor as well, especially when the hot 
water spilled and she threw the cup away before catching it again 
repeatedly like a silly juggler. 


It is no time for joke though; time was running out. | tossed the little 
plate on my hand to her, slipping down my comfy bed and letting my 
wings grew to their full length, stretching my stiff muscles. | smirked. 


Another long time since I had a little fun as well~ 


"Return to the front gate at once, Meiling. And keep your eyes for 
any visitors ." 


"Okay, uh, but... are you expecting someone tonight, milady?" 


"Fu fu fu, you will Know when the time come. Now go, don't make me 
repeat my order." 


She bowed her head low before scampering out of my room. Now, 
now, time to make a little preparation for their little visit. Oh, | know. 
How about making a welcome party? | am sure they would love it. 


| hummed to myself as | opened my cupboard, browsing for a proper 
dress to wear. Well, as the host | had to give my guests a preferable 
look, no? Yes, | would welcome them with the best and most 
wonderful party they'd ever attended. 


One that would fit their first, and last visit, to the devil's lair. 


" Meiling, Meiling! You don't make anymore of that fried rice today? 
But never mind, let's play!" 


" I'm sorry, young mistress, but the mistress told me to guard the 
gate tonight." 


" Eh? No fun... | know, | know! Let me help you with your work 
today!" 


" Wha-no, young mistress! You can't be seen by anybody with your 
wings out like that." 


" Why is that?” 

" Urgh, well, that's-" 

" Meiling!" 

" Buh-What!? Is something there!?" 
" What is that?" 


"... umm, | can't see in the dark so if you can help me, young 
mistress..." 


" Alright. It's big, and purple, and shiny." 
"... really?" 


" Oh, and it's getting bigger! Strange words start appearing as well! 
Maybe you can see it clearly too now, Mei-" 


"It's a magic circle-young mistress, get down!" 


"They're coming." 


| said calmly as | rested my chin on the palm of my hand in a bored 
fashion, sitting on my glorious throne. | wondered if | had the same 
face as that accursed grandpa | hated the most right now; just 
thinking about it made me want to puke. Nevertheless, | stayed there 
arrogantly on my throne. They would reach this room soon, so | 
should be ready to greet them properly. 


Speak of the devil; the door adjacent to me burst open, or rather 
simply burst into nothing, as a figure emerged from behind the 
rubble. Only one? Then again, | could see the grudge swimming 
behind his blank stare, and | smiled ever so sweetly. 


"Welcome to the Scarlet Devil Mansion. Who might you be and what 
bring you here, | wonder?" 


| repeated that same line, the one | always said to those interesting 
souls getting themselves lost in the devil's nest. He didn't answer; his 
mouth was already busy muttering something inaudible, reading out 
the spell from the grimoire on his hand. So impatient, are we? 


| tapped my chin, trying to take a better look at the magic circle he 
called forth; a summoning spell, | see. Interesting. What kind of 
demon you would call to take down the devil? | waited in my throne 
eagerly like a little girl waiting for her surprise. My eyes lit up as they 
materialized, those black hideous creatures with wings as black as 
mine; they roared and lunged at me, crushing my favorite throne in 
one simple swing of their claws. | laughed and leaped out of their 
range, my own claws ready to clash with theirs. 


Slice, slice, slice. 
My claws ripped through them easily like tearing a piece of paper. 
"What are you doing? Putting out the hell fire with fire?" 


His face darkened; | could feel the thick mana around him gathered, 
and | trembled in excitement. Come on, show me everything you've 
got. As if hearing my taunt, he activated his next spell, blowing out 


thick red mist from his book, blinding my sight. What a remarkable 
plan; couldn't fight me head on, you tried to sneak out dirtily from 
behind. 

"What are you going to do next, magician ?" 

| closed my eyes, trying to increase my other perceptions, but still | 
couldn't find his presence; my, isn't he quite skillful? As if he had 
been working so hard specifically to render me helpless. Well, | 
would ask about it later after taking him down. 

But my little plan was broken as soon as | came out with it. 


The floor below me rumbled and split apart, opening wide 
resembling a mouth of a furious dragon. 


Metal Sign: Silver Dragon 


" Kill... Kill those monsters..." 

| see now, no matter how many | kill nothing would change 

Why? I just wanted to make my poor little sister happy 

" That abomination... that heartless murderer... kill them all..." 
But how many times | struggled, they kept on chasing after me 


Was there no such thing as salvation for us? 


"Well, this is troublesome." 


He stood there, gazing down at my pathetic figure crashed between 
the jaw of his silver dragon; the certain metal burnt my flesh painfully, 
but | kept my smiling face, holding in my scream. 


But what was that? What kind of face was that? That empty stare, 
what did he seek? 


"Say, what do you want from killing me? Immortality? Fame? 
Fortune? Or maybe..." 


| studied his stern figure for a while, chuckling slightly despite the 
pain all over my body. 


" Revenge?" 


| could see him flinched slightly; looked like | had found a loophole. | 
tried to press on further. 


"Could you be a survivor of that night ? How many centuries have 
you spent looking for me?" 


What was that on his face? Did | just see anger? But no, it 
disappeared as soon as it came. | frowned slightly; he was a 
stubborn one. He brought his grimoire back up and chanted another 
spell. 


"Has your grudge drowned you that you have no words left in you? 
Hey, magician, answer me." 


| could see his grimoire fluttered, blue flame engulfing its pages. Ah, 
this is bad. | tried to search for another loophole among the infinite 
threads of fate, fixing my eyes on the tormenting figure in front of me. 
As if to grant my dying wish, or out of his own whim, he answered 
me in a voice as Clear as day. 


"I am the 20th 'Knowledge’, a magician serving the Scarlet family, 
and an entity survived until now just to get my revenge on you. That 
night 100 years ago you killed me, and since then / have done 
nothing but searching for you. So today / will kill you, young 
mistress, Remilia Scarlet. " 


| could barely feel the sensation of the blue flame engulfing my body, 
burning me inside out. The next second | couldn't feel the pain 
anymore, as if all my senses had been ripped out of me. Funny, | 
couldn't have been dead, right? 


No. | wouldn't accept it. 


My senses returned and | screamed loudly, fighting out the blue 
flame with my own red magic. | wouldn't die. Not now; not until | 
fulfilled my promise. | managed to rise to my feet and summoned my 
trusted spear, lunging at the magician, laughing. 


"| see, | understand now! Your great great grandparents died that 
night, and his descendants kept on living seeking for revenge! Ha 
ha, what a joke." 


| couldn't even remember what | was doing anymore; slashing, 
clawing, biting. | felt excited beyond my control, and | shouted loudly. 


"Open your eyes, magician! You are used by them; nothing but 
a puppet born from their grudge!" 


| kicked his grimoire away, stopping my claws just a strand of hair 
away from his neck. | panted, staring deeply into his purple eyes, 
searching for an answer. No, not yet. | inhaled slowly and tried to find 
my voice once again. 


"What will you get after killing me, hm? Nothing. Even those grudge 
you've been holding wasn't your own." 


We stayed like that for what felt like eternity, staring at each other 
deeply as if searching for answers in one another. That simple trance 
was broken as soon as | heard a crash from behind me; | turned 
around to find my little sister rushing into the room, her whole front 
covered in blood just like mine. 


"Onee-sama! Onee-sama, are you alright?" 
"a. Flandre." 


Suddenly dizziness invaded me and | swayed, falling into her strong 
yet soft grip; well, there goes my little shot of adrenaline. | tried to 
keep my consciousness while making sure that Flandre didn't go 
obliterating the magician; | still had a lot to settle with him. She 
seemed to understand my thinking and stayed still, watching me 
intently. | sighed in relief and returned my gaze to the magician, 
pushing myself back to my own feet despite Flandre's protest. 


"Don't you want to know? The reason for my action, the real 
meaning of your existence, don't you want to know?" 


| could see him wavered, and | smiled once again, extending my 
hand toward him. 


"I can help you." 

He froze there for a while, before slowly walking toward me, and my 
smile widened. It's working; it looked like | could finally end this. But 
his hand never reached mine, instead, | felt a burning sensation on 
my chest. 

A silver shard ran through my heart. 


"You're getting soft, Remilia." 


| could only stared dumbfoundedly at his laughing figure in front of 
me, the one that slowly burst into blood limbs by limbs. 


"Ha ha ha, it won't matter even if | die; my descendant will come for 
you with even bigger grudge! You can't escape, Remilia Scarlet! 
This chain of hatred won't end until your death! " 


The last thing | saw was Flandre's clenching palm and furious scarlet 
orbs, before everything fell into an abyss of darkness. 


| woke up to the familiar ceiling of my room, flinching as the pain on 
my chest throbbed painfully. 


"Onee-sama, you're awake!" 


Out of nowhere Flandre suddenly appeared and tackled me as 
always; | bit my lip, grimacing from the pain she inflicted to my 
wounded body. She seemed to realize the outcome of her action and 
quickly detached herself from me and sat beside my bed, muttering 
a small sorry. | managed to calm myself and let my eyes wandered 
to my surrounding. Flandre blinked and followed my gaze, before 
returning to watch me once again. 


"Don't worry, onee-sama, I've get rid of that magician and all his 
gangs! Meiling is repairing the throne room now. Hmm, they seemed 
to create a strange barrier that the outside doesn't look damaged. 
Isn't that great?" 


| kept my stern look despite her smiling face, and finally, she gave up 
her childish mask, sighing. Leaping down my comfy bed, she floated 
for a while before descending to the ground softly, turning to give me 
her matching scarlet orbs. 

"Hey, Remi, would you let me protect you this time?" 


Huh? | was taken aback by her statement, blushing slightly. She 
chuckled in return. 


"Don't worry, when the next magician come to get you, ' 

‘| will grind them to dust." 

She flashed me a soft smile before opening door and heading out, 
back to her childish world of playful pranks. And | sighed, staring as 


the door behind her slowly turned into a close. 


"| understand your feeling, Flandre, but that way, it won't ever end.' 


' This silly chain of hatred I made will only continue to grow... " 


Though how many | killed, though how many | destroyed 


Nothing would change; the shadow kept on rising from the blood- 
stained ground 


O' fate that governs over this life, could we ever escape from this 
endless loop? 


Searching for the answer, | raised my prayer to the scarlet moon 


Hello again, everyone! Now, what's this? | couldn't help but feel 
this chapter is kinda...'intense’. Humm, probably because | 
haven't write fighting scene for quite a while. Oh well, | hope it 
turns out nicely. 


Anyway, enjoy the story everyone! Review is gladly accepted. 


See you in the next chapter~ 


A Shadow From the Past - Resurrected 


185 years ago, a port town in France- 
"Its strange..." 
"W-what is? And since when are you here, Flan?" 


| tilted my head and gave her the most innocent face | had, sitting on 
her comfy bed. Hm? We were sisters; why did she look so 
embarrassed with me seeing her changing? Then again, she might 
actually try to cover that thing . 


That huge scar across her chest. 


| frowned and rested my chin on the palm of my both hands, 
watching her back and the jet black wings sprouting from it, kicking 
my legs playfully. 


"Hey, onee-sama, l'm worried about that wound you get from that 
purple guy a few years ago. Why isn't it healing properly? " 


She seemed to tense a bit hearing my question, and | blinked. Aha, 
so she really did try to hide it from me. And | wasn't even a bit happy 
with her decision; | really hoped she stopped that, treating like a 
helpless and innocent child. | narrowed my eyes, waiting for her 
answer. 


"... that is nothing to be concerned about, Flan. You worry too much 
lately." 


Oh no, you don't. | won't let you get away this time, onee-sama. 


"It's been years, onee-sama; it's normal for me to worry. Vampires 
like us should've recovered in mere minutes." 


She sighed, putting on her night gown in one swift movement and 

closing the cupboard she was browsing. She's ignoring me again. | 
clamped my mouth shut, glaring at her; she turned toward me and 
gave me a light chuckle in return. 


"Well, you are never ‘normal’ to begin with, so you shouldn't worry 
about such trivial things. Besides, it is but a mere scar now-" 


"It is not a trivial thing!" 


It happened again, just like it had always been; | always lost control 
of myself whenever | got angry. 


The next moment | realized | had already in front of her, claws buried 
into the stony material of the wall on both of her side, barely digging 
into her neck. | stared into her matching scarlet orbs as | pinned her 
on place for a while, watching my hideous expression reflected on 
her eyes; | growled and took a few steps back, clutching my head. 


No, this is bad. 

"Flan-" 

" Stay away!" 

My voice sounded so twisted and hoarse, unlike my usual childish 
one, and it horrified me. | didn't think | could hold myself in check for 
long, so | darted my eyes away. One hand still clutching my 
throbbing head, | walked out of her bedroom with my face facing the 
ground. | couldn't bear staring into her eyes in this state; | was afraid 
seeing my own twisted face. 

| was afraid of seeing fear in her eyes; 


her fear of me. 


"... l'm sorry, onee-sama. I'll be returning to the basement now. Good 
night." 


| didn't look back to wait for her response; | closed the door behind 
me tightly and put my back against it, trying to calm myself. My 
headache didn't subside, if not getting worse. 


" Hey, why are you resisting? Just let it out." 
No. No, no, no- 


"Young mistress, what happened!? Are you alright? Is the mistress 
alright?" 


The voice brought me back to reality and | blinked, bringing my face 
up to meet a worried figure of a girl. 


Who is she? 


Wait, | Know her. She is Meiling, our servant. | sighed, a little relieved 
that | could still hang on my tiny reason for now; | tried to flash her an 
assuring smile. 


"I'm okay, Meiling. I'm just... returning to the basement now. Oh, and 
please watch over my sister, okay? Night." 


| walked away, trying to look as usual as possible, and once | was 
out of her sight, | ran and rushed down to the basement, locking the 
huge steel door to my room with every lock | found and every sealing 
spell | knew. 


Once | was done with it, | stepped back slowly, staggering and letting 
myself fell to the cold floor. | stared blankly at the dark ceiling up 
above me, trying to catch my breath. 


" Aww, you're cutting off the best part again~" 
| froze as | recognized the voice; the same sweet alluring voice I'd 


forgotten for quite a while. But then, after a while, it suddenly felt so 
familiar. So | laughed instead, letting all the tension leave my body. 


"Ha ha, | thought you're already dead, Flynn ." 
"Why would | be dead?" 


Strange. | never remembered hearing her voice this clear before. As 
if to add up my curiosity | heard footsteps coming from the far end of 
my room, along with jingling sounds that | seemed to know so much; 
| turned my face toward the source of the voice, and soon enough, 
as | recognized the little girl revealing herself in front of me, | once 
again froze. 


"U fu fu~ Long time no see, Flan ." 


" Milady, may | ask you a question?" 

" As | always said, it depends." 

"Uh, yeah, umm... Are you having a fight with the young mistress?" 
"... no. No, we're not having a fight or anything." 


" Really? When | bumped into the young mistress just a while ago, 
she seemed a bit angry." 


".. Tsee. She did, huh?" 


" Yes, but most of all, | know that she's been worrying about you." 


" | know this isn't my place to say anything, milady, but please don't 
take all the burden by yourself. Though I don't know anything about 
your past and I know I can't do much, but still, | want-no, WE want to 
help you. The young mistress must be thinking the same thing." 


" Fine, | will think about it. Now stop lecturing me and pour my tea 
already.” 


" Great! Err no, | mean, understood, milady!" 


She was there, with my face and my eyes and my smile. 

She was standing right there. 

Why? 

How could that be? 

"How could that be? You must be thinking about that now. " 
"No... It can't be-you're just a voice in my head..." 

"Am |?" 

She brought up her palm toward me, smiling sweetly. Wait, that 
gesture; | Knew what she was going to do, with that 'eye' forming 
itself on her palm before she clenched it. 

" Kyuu~" 


| froze as | felt the left part of my face being torn, and soon enough, 
as | finally recognized the pain, | screamed. | could only clutch on my 
bleeding flesh as | saw her laughing loudly in front of me; the wound 
had started to recover, but not my shock. 


"Ha ha ha, how nostalgic~ That half-burnt face of yours remind me of 
the old days, Flan." 


"You are there? You're really there?" 


"Hm? Yeah, but if you ask how, | don't know myself. | know that | am 
the embodiment of your madness though. So the more you call for it, 
like forgetting your reason and losing your temper, the easier for me 
to appear." 


Madness? Yes, madness. It had always been there, but | almost 
forgot about it. Or maybe, | tried to ignore it? 


"But let's talk about you. You seem to be bothered by something. 
What is it?" 


When did she- 


| quickly turned and leaped away from her, readying my claws; she 
gave me a childish giggle in return, putting her hands behind her 
back. 


"I'm part of you, so there's no need to hide it. | can help you." 
"... | don't think | can believe in you." 


She tilted her head childishly like | always did, giving me a 
questioning look; | didn't fall for that though, and | growled 
dangerously. She giggled again. 


"Maybe you can stop acting like a savage for a while. From what | 
remember, you don't like being one." 


| watched carefully as she pulled a chair over and motioned me to sit 
down. 


"Come on. Let's have a little chat." 


| approached her slowly, and as | finally sat down, she pulled another 
chair for herself, sitting adjacent to me so we could see each other 
face to face. What was she planning now? If it involved hurting Remi, 
then | rather killing her with my own hands instead. Even if it means 
killing myself. She seemed to realize the dangerous glare I'd been 
giving, but her smile didn't wavered even a bit. 


"You're worried. Or maybe, it's better to say that you're frustrated, 
huh?" 


"What are you talking about?" 


"There is a group of magician wanting to kill your sister, and you 
don't know why. Oh, maybe you already know why, and you get even 
more frustrated because of it. Why? Because the reason she was 
targeted, it's because of you. " 


| gripped on my skirt and casted my gaze away in shame. That's 
right, | Knew the reason. | knew she killed all the other vampires and 
their familiars to save me, and now, that magician wanted to get 
revenge on her because of it. 


Because of me. 


"But even more than that, you're frustrated because you can't do 
anything about it. Even after saying something cool like ‘when the 
next magician come to get you, | will grind them to dust’; you don't 
even know when they will come and how." 


"... then what?" 

"What 'what'?" 

| stomped my foot to the floor and stood, giving her another glare. 
"What are you getting at, Flynn?" 


"U fu fu, what a scary look you have there, Flan. Calm down, | came 
here not to laugh at you. | want to help you as well, see?" 


"You're lying, like you always did." 


"Aww, you're so mean. That's not true; letting you go on rampage 
give me excitement, too. And since you already have someone you 
want to destroy this time, we can call it a truce and work together." 


"So, how then? You already know that | can't track them down and 
onee-sama will probably find them first. You're not getting 
anywhere." 


What a waste of time. | plopped back to my chair, sighing as | let my 
head lolled over the headrest, gazing at the dark ceiling once again. | 
heard her giggle not long enough though, and | returned to look at 
her, frowning. 


"We don't need to track them down. There's an easier way. It's as 
easy as 'clench and boom’, y'know." 


"What way?" 


She leaned forward a bit and | did the same, eager to hear what she 
had to say, and finally, she whispered. 


"Why of course, we'll let them come to us~ " 


" They're coming." 
" They? Wait, milady, don't tell me..." 
" Yes. So get ready and return to the gate immediately." 


"Um, what about the young mistress? You should tell her about 
this." 


"... fine. | will tell Flan about my plan, so stop giving me that look and 
get going.” 


" Alright, you can focus on that 'Knowledge' and leave the other 
magicians to me! Oh, and one more thing, milady." 


" What is it?" 


" Don't push yourself too hard and good luck!" 


Step, step, step. 


That light and airy footsteps, it had to be onee-sama. | glanced at 
Flynn who was playing with the leftover skeletons of my dinner, and 
as if feeling my stare, she glanced back at me. Scarlet against 
scarlet, our eyes gleamed with mischief. 


And a wicked smile stretched on our face. 

" Time to play~" 

Dun, dun, dun~! A death flag has been raised! So watch out, 
Knowledge number 21, and prepare to face a fully enraged 
Flandre. But what plan does Flandre have? And what about 
Remilia and that scar? Fu fu fu... The climax of this arc is 


getting near... 


For now I can only say, enjoy the story everyone! Review if you 
may, and... 


See you in the next chapter~ 


A Shadow From the Past - Clash 


Hey, tell me 


What is a shadow? 


The walk down the basement somehow felt very long for now, with 
her own footsteps echoing in the dark hallway, Remilia Scarlet 
started to grow impatient. It had never bothered her before; she had 
descended the stairs for countless times in her long life, but with the 
clock quickly ticking off, she couldn't help skipping a few steps down. 
At the same time though, she hoped the stairs would go on forever, 
so she halted once in a while, hoping that time did the same. 


She had set up a perfect stage to welcome the magician, that 
‘Knowledge’ who wanted to claim her head, and the only thing left 
was to set all the pieces on board. But what troubled her wasn't the 
probability of its success; it is the fact that she needed to include her 
sister in her somehow ludicrous plan. She rather finished it herself 
but... 


"Flandre will get angrier if | don't tell her this time." 


She mumbled to herself, sighing. Ah well, there's no time to turn 
back now; she inhaled deeply as a huge steel door appeared in her 
vision. Putting her hand on the cold metal, the young vampire 
pushed the seemingly heavy door open with one simple push, 
revealing a little vampire girl on the floor happily drawing with her 
crayons. The vampire quickly noticed her presence and switched her 
gaze away from the messy drawing she made, showing a big smile. 


"Oh, onee-sama. What brings you here?" 


Remilia took another deep breath, calming herself. 


"Well, | have something important to tell you, so listen carefully, 
okay?" 


"Okay." 


The little girl nodded and sat, fixing her eyes on her sister as the 
other vampire approached her slowly. Remilia smiled and proceeded 
to sit beside her, trying to keep the warm and light atmosphere as 
she spoke. 


"Flan, do you remember about the magician that come to our 
mansion a few years ago?" 


"Oh, that purple guy who tried kill you and gave you that scar on 
your chest? " 


"a. yes. Him." 
Well, there goes the peaceful atmosphere. Remilia sighed to herself; 
she could already felt the anger bubbling in her sister, threatening to 


come out. But she couldn't back down now. Maybe she could still 
persuade her to follow her plan, hopefully. 


"Do you remember? Before he died he said something about 
revenge." 


"So?" 
"He also mentioned about his descendant-" 
"Stop beating around the bush, onee-sama." 


Remilia clamped her mouth shut, staring at the younger vampire as 
she stood and walked toward the door. 


" The next magician is coming ; that's what you want to tell me, 
right?" 


Flandre spoke quietly, face facing the the steel door of her room with 
one hand planted on it; she didn't look back even a bit, but her voice 
was calm, much to Remilia's surprise. It was unlike her previous 
predicament, but still, something was amiss. Remilia narrowed her 
eyes, studying the figure in front of her carefully. 


" How do you know?" 
"Hm?" 


Nobody but her, the one who could see the incoming fate, would now 
about the magician's arrival. Did the gatekeeper tell her? No, that 
would be impossible. She just told her a few minutes ago and the 
Chinese girl had gone straight to the front gate right after that. 
What's going on? As if in cue the huge steel door suddenly light up, 
glowing in red as a familiar pattern appeared on the metallic surface; 
Remilia froze as she recognized the magic circle, a high-level 
sealing spell her father taught her a long time ago, and the other 
vampire giggled, finally turning to face her sister with a twisted smile 
on her face. 


" U fu fu, surprise~" 


A shadow is something without substance 
formed from the incarnation of yourself 
Oh, I see 


So then, why is it black? 


"Hmm... Nothing suspicious until now. Then again | forgot to ask the 
mistress when the magician will come." 


Meiling groaned, scratching her long red hair in frustration. The night 
was so peaceful and soothing that it almost lulled her to sleep, but 


no, she mustn't! She couldn't let her guard fall in such important 
moment! She sighed, closing her eyes. 


"But thinking that those magicians might attack at anytime make me 
quite nervous. Aah, what to do- whoa!? " 


The Chinese girl opened her eyes to a white flower shoved on her 
face. Wait, what? She jumped a safe distance away in impulse, 
taking out her battle stance, carefully studying the figure of a girl that 
apparently holding out the flower to her; it was a little girl in hood with 
a basket full of flower. Could she be the daughter of the florist whose 
shop she passed by quite often? 


Yeah, that's must be her. 


Meiling sighed and returned to her full height, discarding her fighting 
stance. The girl blinked and held out the flower once again, while the 
gatekeeper did the same, giving her a perplexed look. 


"Um, is this for me?" 


The girl nodded, hiding her face behind her hood timidly. Meiling 
smiled and took it gently, trying not to scare the little girl any further. 
She chuckled. 


"Thanks, it really cheers me up. Hm, it smells... so... nice... eh?" 


Suddenly the redhead swayed, as if losing her balance, and she fell 
face first to the ground, unconscious. But the little girl didn't seem to 
care a slightest bit; she casually walked past the fallen gatekeeper, 
and without a word, she entered the door leading to the majestic red 
mansion behind the tall stone wall. 


The girl walked in a steady pace, as if she had known the place 
despite the fact that it was her first time coming there, passing 


corridor after corridors swiftly. Soon enough the double oak door 
leading to the throne room was in her sight; she girl muttered quietly 
under her breath, and suddenly the wind raged around her, blowing 
the door open to reveal the wide hall that seemed to have been burn 
in the back of her mind. 


But the seat was empty. 
The Scarlet Devil was nowhere to be seen. 


The girl blinked once, and twice, but the scene didn't change. She 
cautiously walked into the dark room, listening closely to any sound 
beside her own footsteps. It was quiet, too quiet; she might as well 
had walked into a trap, but it wasn't like she didn't count that 
possibility. So she closed her eyes, muttering some more inaudible 
words; the wind around her once again raged as a huge circle 
formed itself on the floor, glowing in purple. Opening her eyes, she 
held out her index finger, pointing to the far dark ceiling. 


Earth Water Sign: Noachian Deluge 


As she finished her mumbling water bullets were formed out of the 
thin air, flying at the direction she was pointing in a blinding speed, 
chasing after an unknown figure hidden in the darkness; the creature 
moved in a matching speed to dodge bullets after bullets that was 
lunging at it, a faint jingling sound followed its every movements. The 
magnificent barrage of magic didn't last forever though, and it finally 
subsided, revealing the creature it was chasing under the moonlight. 
The vampiric creature giggled, watching the magician below her as 
she somehow floated with her grotesque wings adorned with colorful 
crystals. 


"Hello and welcome to the Scarlet Devil Mansion. Onee-sama is not 
available right now, so | will greet you in her place. Do you need 
something-ah wait, wait, | Know. You're that 'Knowledge’, right? You 
must be looking for my sister! But as | said before she's unavailable 
right now, too bad." 


The girl didn't answered; she pulled out a thick book from behind her 
robe, muttering once again. As her whispering words flowed, she 
raised her book over her head and a ball of light started to gather on 
its surface; the vampire stared at the display of magic with wide 
eyes, excitement painted all over her face. 


Sun Sign: Royal Flare 


"Oh, oh! You want to play? You want to play with me? Okaay~ 
Squeeze and-" 


The young vampire held out her palm toward the incoming artificial 
sun, giggling. 


" Boom." 


Is the shadow black because 


the inside of me Is also black? 


"What are you doing, Flandre?" 
"Me? Haven't | told you before?" 


Flandre twirled and stepped away from the sealed door of her room, 
giving Remilia her cute innocent smile. 


"| will protect you from the magician." 


Remilia blinked as she registered the statement. Ah yes, Flandre did 
say it before, back after she obliterated the previous magician. She 
just didn't expect the younger Scarlet had been taking her words this 
far; part of her felt happy to think that her little sister cared so much 
about her, but the other part of her knocked herself back to reality 
remembering the outcome of that foolish action. No, she had to find 
her way out. 


"Why, thank you. But you seem to be well informed about the 
magician arrival, Flan." 


"U fu fu, of course~" 


The blonde vampire approached her sister, circling her with hands 
folded behind her back. 


"First, | knew that you are coming down here, and from your 
unsteady footsteps, | knew that you were nervous about something; 
you always do that when you're nervous, skipping a few steps and 
all. And when you're nervous, you must have something very very 
important to tell. Second~~" 


She held out her arms, embracing her sister from behind and lightly 
caressing the fabric of her shirt, right above the scar on her chest. 
Smiling widely, she whispered softly into her ear. 


" Your wound must be aching now, right, onee-sama?" 


Remilia tensed as she felt her gentle touch, blushing slightly from the 
unfamiliar action, and the blonde vampire in return smiled wider. 


"It doesn't heal properly means that it isn't a normal wound; that 
magician must have put a spell on it. But then, nothing happened for 
years, until it suddenly started acting out even though you did 
nothing out of ordinary. So | guess the spell must have reacted to the 
magician coming for you." 


"Well, aren't you quite observant. But before that, may | ask?" 


The younger vampire blinked, staring into her sister eyes as the 
other vampire glanced menacingly at her. 


"Who are you? And where is Flandre?" 
‘Flandre’ froze at the statement before laughing, detaching herself 


from the vampire as she skipped away happily, walking toward the 
sealed door once again. 


"Ooh, amazing~ You're a great observer yourself, Remi. Okay, let me 
introduce myself then." 


‘Flandre’ twirled to face Remilia once again, sloppily curtsying. 


"I am the madness resided within Flandre Scarlet. Well, technically | 
am her, but she like to call me 'Flynn' instead." 


"| see. So Flynn, may | ask you a favor?" 

"Oh? What favor?" 

"Open that door and let me out." 

Flynn shook her head, a huge smile still plastered on her face. 


"Too bad, no can do~ Flan told me to keep you here while she play 
with the magician-" 


"Then make that an order." 


Remilia stepped forward, pointing accusingly at the resemblance of 
her sister as she spoke with great confidence. 


" Open that door and let me out. " 


The blob of madness silently stared at the older Scarlet in front of 
her, seemingly stunned. But suddenly she trembled, before throwing 
her head back, cackling loudly. 


"Ha ha ha, you're very interesting, Remi! | think | understand why 
Flan like you so much. But nope, | still can't let you out~" 


"Very well, then I will open it by force." 
"Aww, don't be like that. Flan will be mad at me if you're hurt." 


Remilia chuckled, holding out her hand to summon her trusted spear. 


"Ah, then it's easy. Don't move as | take you down along with that 
door, understand?" 


"Eeeh? You're such a meanie. Wait, | have a better idea!" 

Flynn clapped her hands happily before holding out her own hand, 
summoning a strange black cane and brandishing it like a sword. 
Her smile stretched from ear to ear. 


" Rather than me trying not to hurt you, how about you trying 
not to get hurt?" 


What a twisted logic, just like her sister's; the vampire smiled, 
readying her spear. 


"That is fine by me. Come." 
Divine Spear- 
"Alright, let's go~" 


Taboo- 


Why is the shadow black? 
You don't know? 
Okay, tell me then 


How do you kill a shadow? 


Hello, ello, everyone~ Lookie here~ The showdown had started! 


... | feel like being too mean to Meiling, letting her fall easily like 
an idiot. But pfftt, Patchy disguising as a flower girl-*royal 
flared* 

Ah well, anyway. Enjoy the story everyone! 


See you in the next chapter~ 


A Shadow From the Past - Fate 


It was always the same, all this time 
We will kill them, kill them all 
Everyone that stand in our way 


Will disappear into the shadow 


The night at the port town was a quiet one, safe for a few bars and 
inns that were still opened until the end of the night, until the sun 
decided to peek once again. It was a peaceful sight, especially for a 
mansion situated on the edge of the town. Little that they knew, since 
nobody would visit that striking red mansion in the dead of the night 
anyway, what happened behind the dense illusionary barrier was a 
scenery of chaos unable to be perceived by mortal eyes. 


"Aha ha ha! This is great!" 


Slam, crash, slice, burn; the mismatching sounds of destruction 
echoed within its wide structure, played by the hands of a young little 
vampire, creating a crazed cappricio that suited her playful nature. 
The vampire herself danced to the melody she created, laughing as 
she childishly swung her burning black cane like an over-sized 
sword, turning everything she passed by into mere ashes. 


"Come on magician, | haven't finished playing yet! Show me 
something more more interesting~!" 


The magician dodged the attacks rather sloppily, and one could see 
she wasn't at her best condition, panting and wheezing as if she's 
running out of breath; the vampire seemed to notice this as well, but 
instead of dealing the final blow, she stopped. 


She just stopped, retracting the flame from her cane and floating a 
safe distance away, above the magician. And the magician gazed 
back, her grimoire fluttered as she once again, with every little bit 
she had, tried to read out the spell written on it. 


"Hm, I'd like to play some more but | should really wake up Meiling to 
serve our late dinner. Onee-sama must be starved by now..." 


The magician didn't seem to listen at all, her incanation growing 
louder as the magic circle below her raged. But so was the blonde 
vampire, blurting out everything she wanted without even noticing 
the magician. It was as if they were in a very different dimension 
despite the fact they tried to kill each other. 


"Okay, one last game!" 
Fire Metal Sign: Saint Elmo's Pillar 


A ball of fire materialized and chased after the vampire in a blink of 
eye, but it never hit her; it passed after her dispersing figure and hit 
the wall in a big explosion instead. The magician tensed, raising her 
guard as the vampire vanished into the dark for the second time in 
their meeting, her giggling voice could be heard echoing from all 
around the room. 


" Our last game is a simple hide and seek~ U fu fu, | wonder if you 
can find your way past this 'secret barrage'~" 


The magician tried to calm down, trying the previous trick she pulled 
by closing her eyes and heightening her other senses to find the 
vampire. 

" Or, maybe in the end-" 


But her breath lost her, and she could only hear her own heartbeat 
pounding against her ribcage. 


"Will there be none?" 


The vampire reappeared, right behind her, claws ready on her neck; 
with one simple tug, her head would be detached, but the next 
second the magician opened her eyes, it was still intact. Instead she 
found the vampire chained to the far off wall, held down by unusually 
red chains. She blinked, unable to process the situation. What just 
happened? 


" Well, well, | wonder why everyone is having fun in MY mansion 
without me?" 


At that moment everything was put into a halt, and the two who had 
been on each other's neck snapped their head toward the source of 
the voice, staring with wide eyes as they returned to reality from their 
self-induced onslaught. 


"Good evening. Why are you all look so surprised, hm?" 


The magician paled, temporarily entranced by the memerizing figure 
of the newly arrived vampire, captivated by her mere presence. She 
whispered under her breath, frozen. 


" Remilia Scarlet." 
"Onee-sama!? How do you-" 


"That is my line, Flandre. Your clone made quite a mess. Or rather, 
what were you thinking locking me up like that?" 


“Uurgh..." 


Flandre pouted, averting her gaze away from her sister like a child 
getting caught for pranks. Remilia sighed, finally turning away from 
her sister and fixing her eyes at the magician who was still stunned, 
sitting on the floor; smiling slightly, the older Scarlet curtsied, 
addressing the magician. 


"Please forgive my sister's previous behavior, Ms. Knowledge. She 
was just excited. And | believe you are looking for me, correct?" 


The magician flinched, returning to reality as she hastily, yet 
carefully, returned to her feet, clutching her grimoire tightly above her 
chest. She studied the vampire in front of her, eyes observing her 
whole features, detecting any suspicious act. Well, whatever the 
vampire might be planning, it was clear that the magician wasn't ina 
condition to fight back. She should calm herself for once and took 
the time to restore her mana, waiting for the perfect moment to 
strike. So the magician stood, giving a quick bow to answer the 
vampire, which seemed to be more satisfied than she thought she 
would be. The vampire chuckled. 


Time to execute my little plan. O' fate, play your game and heed my 
command... 


"| see. But would you like to call it a day? I don't feel like fighting 
you in your current condition; it wouldn't be challenging. 
Furthermore, | also had something to offer regarding our 'duel'." 


"Wha-onee-sama! What are you-" 

"Hush, Flan. I'm talking with our guest." 

"Guest!? Guest, you said-" 

"Please calm down for a while, Flandre. Please. " 


Somehow, Flandre stopped almost complete as she heard that; she 
stopped struggling and averted her gaze away, her eyes regaining 
her sanity despite the anger that was still thickly clouding them. Well, 
that's good enough for now. Remilia focused her attention to the 
magician once again, trying to look as harmless as possible. 


"Now, about my offer. First, if you win, well, | think | don't need to 
mention the obvious on what you want to do. Second, if | win, | want 
you to stay at my mansion and serve as the magician of the 
Scarlet family once again." 


The dice have been thrown. Now, what number will it show? 


Silence lingered for what felt like eon, engulfing the three figures ina 
heavy atmosphere of uncertainty. Nobody moved; the magician, the 
two vampires, not even the wind. There was only suffocating silence, 
and a painless waiting. But the first voice that painted the air was not 
one that any of them had anticipated before, as the magician opened 
her mouth to say something. 


" Nonsense." 


The voice echoed, coming from the chained vampire. Her bloodthirst 
eyes pierced the air, past the older Scarlet and landed on the purple- 
clad magician. The chains around her started to creak. 


"Duel? Agreement? And most of all, letting that magician alive? | 
can't follow your nonsense anymore, Onee-sama!" 


Remilia flinched as she heard the thunderous roar, horror was 
flashed on her eyes slightly, only slightly, before it was soon replaced 
with caution. She quickly summoned all the magic inside her to 
support the breaking chains, but it was too late. 


The chains shattered into a mere speckles of red light. 


Flandre laughed, spreading out her grotesque wings as they finally 
tasted freedom once again. Her destructive power raged, crackling in 
the air as it made an invisible wave of chaos, sending everything 
around her into ruin; the floor, the wall, the magician, even the older 
sister she wanted to protect. They were all being crushed by her 
power. But her mind didn't register it, even as her beloved sister was 
sent flying to the the wall, crushed by the invisible force that she 
emitted. Her sole consciousness was focused on the whimpering 
magician in front of her. 


"This is not a game, onee-sama; that 'Knowledge' is trying to kill 
you! Kill you! Ha ha, don't you know what it means?" 


The insane vampire jerked her body forward, her head lolling to her 
side as she watched the magician with crazed eyes. 


"If you don't kill her now, she will wait until you let your guard down 
then snip snap off your head~ But don't worry onee-sama, | will 
protect you. I will kill her now, for you. " 


Remilia coughed, trying to clear her blurry vision to find Flandre 
descending slowly, approaching the magician with one hand 
extended, as if trying to reach out. She quickly registered what the 
younger sister was trying to do, and in a moment of impulse, her 
body moved. 


" No, Flandre! Stop!" 
"Squeeze and boom~" 


A magnificent red fireworks exploded, followed by a sickening crunch 
of bones and skull. Flandre let out an insane laugh as she heard the 
sweet familiar tune, the red raindrops fell into her smiling face, 
tainting her body in red. But soon enough her laughter died out, as 
her gaze fell to the silent magician in front of her; one that was still 
fully intact and alive, unscathed even a bit. 


Wait. Something was strange. Why was the magician still there in 
one piece? Didn't she just ‘kyu’ ed her into pieces? Why? If it isn't 
her, then, who did she... 


Flandre paled and, slowly, fearfully, switched her gaze toward the 
disheveled body just a few feet away from her. There was something 
familiar about the lifeless figure on the ground; that lavender hair, jet 
black wings, and seemingly dull red eyes. Strange. That thing look 
some much like- 


"Onee... sama...?" 
The blonde vampire took a step back, shivering, hugging herself as if 


to prevent herself from falling apart. No. It couldn't be possible, right? 
She just held the 'eye' of that magician and crushed it, right there 


and then. So it would be impossible for her to crush her beloved 
sister instead. 


That's it! It must be the magician showing her some kind of illusion! 
But why? Why was she scared? Why did something hurt so much 
somewhere? As if to clear up her thought, she heard a familiar giggle 
in her head; the forever so sweet voice of her insane core. 


" Congratulations, Flan~ You just kill the last bit of your family with 
your own hands~" 


"| will find us a place where you won't be a monster, where everyone 
will accept you as you are." 


"Promise?" 


"Promise." 


It's impossible now. | tried to stop you, but it was too late. 
| can't feel anything anymore. 
But why can I still hear your voice? 


A voice so painful that it screams so much in agony? 


Then this is wrong. | can't give up now. 
| have to return to your side and hold you 


before you start breaking apart 


"- wake up! Remilia Scarlet!" 


The blood red orbs suddenly jolted awake, regaining the light it once 
lost. Their owner sat up swiftly, but quickly regretted it as pain shot 
all over her body, spurting out blood from her mouth. She cursed and 
wiped away her blood, trying to register her surrounding, but quickly 
met with a purple-clad figure holding her slowly recovering body. 


"Magician-" 
"It's Patchouli." 


The vampire blinked, staring at the magician as she processed the 
new information. 


" My name is Patchouli Knowledge." 


Remilia froze for a while, before regaining her composure and 
chuckled, but quickly stopped as her body felt like tearing apart once 
again. 


"Stop moving. | have bind your soul back with my philosopher's 
stone, but nothing else. Now, tell me how to stop that thing. My 
barrier can't hold on for another five minutes." 


That thing? The vampire carefully turned her head toward the source 
of destruction; just as she thought, it was none other but her little 
sister, Flandre Scarlet. Her wings grew, just like trees, entwining her 
like unbreakable thorns; it was the same as that day, the day when 
their father died. The shock of seeing her one and only sister fell 
before her must be too much for her, but then Remilia knew. 


The only one who can stop her little sister now, was her. She 
managed to smile and shakily rose to her feet. 


" That thing is my sister. And back me up, Patchy. | need to get 
closer to her." 


The magician frowned a bit at her new nickname, but brushed the 
matter off in an instant. 


"Impossible. You can't even move properly now. And even if | open a 
way for you, your current body will break apart before you reach her- 


"Worried much?" 


"Don't underestimate the Scarlet Devil, Patchy." 
" Aha~ But I can't let you do that~" 


A voice was heard just a breath away in front of them, and Patchouli 
leaped away, taking the wounded vampire with her. Well, this is just 
great; a new problem when you need one. The infamous Flynn 
materialized before them, watching them with a quite sane smile 
while madness was clearly painted in her eyes. 


"Oh, are you working together now?" 
"... a clone?" 


"Whatever, | won't let you get closer to Flan. We're having a quality 
time now~" 


Remilia glared at the blob of madness. This is troublesome. How 
would she got past her while Patchouli need to take care of Flandre's 
thorny wings at the same time? But right then, fate decided to give 
its blessing. 


"-mistress! Are you alright? I'm sorry, the magician-aaah, the 
magician! What is she doing with you here!? And the young mistress! 
Why are there two of them-" 


Good timing. A vine suddenly grabbed on the gatekeeper's ankle, 
pulling her until she hovered up-side down, facing her employer in an 


eye-level. 
"Thank you, Patchy. And Meiling, take care of that clone. Now." 
"uh, okay? Waaaaah!" 


Suddenly she was thrown away, an insane little vampire was waiting 
for her fall eagerly, baring her fangs. 


"It's Meiling~ Fine, I'll play with you for a while~" 
"No wait! On second thought, this is impossible, milady!" 


But the vampire didn't listen; she was taking a deep breath, planting 
her feet on the floor as she readied herself to make a jump for her 
sister. Yes, it was a sink or go; she wouldn't mess up this time. She 
glanced at the magician, who had started her incantation. 


Don't disappoint me now, o' fate 
Six 
2s 


Lis 


It was morning, and the bird was already chirping happily, giving a 
song of a new beginning to the whole inhabitant of the port town. But 
a certain red mansion on the edge of the town stayed silent, as it 
always did. Not long enough a red-haired girl appeared from behind 
the front door, walking out toward the bustling town. She might have 
needed to do grocery shopping and the like, but what about inside? 
She couldn't be the only person living there, right? 


On the main bedroom, laying on the comfy bed was a little girl with 
lavender hair; her chest rose and fell slowly as she slept peacefully, 


seemingly too tired to move. Beside her sitting on a chair was 
another girl, with purple eyes and hair, reading her thick old book as 
she waited patiently for the seemingly younger girl to wake up. 

And finally, she did. 


She opened her eyes groggily, flinching from every little movement 
she did, and the other girl sighed. 


"... It's still hard to believe you finally open your eyes. Vampire's 
regenerative ability is truly frightening." 


"Well, if it isn't the magician-" 
"Patchouli." 
The vampire chuckled. 


"Ah yes, pardon me, Patchy. Are you happen to know what happen 
to my sister? Oh, and about our ‘duel’. | believe | promise you today-" 


"Your sister is fine; she's supposedly resting in her room now. And 
no, thanks. | don't feel like fighting you in your current condition; it 
wouldn't be challenging. " 

"a. fine, | will accept your challenge anytime-" 

"| won't be needing that, too." 


The vampire gave the magician a perplexed look, only to find her 
hiding her face further behind her book, mumbling under her breath. 


"I will be staying in this mansion from now on, your library 
need some clean up." 


"a. huh?" 


Did her mind playing trick on her? Didn't that girl want to kill her? No, 
NEED to kill her? Ah right, maybe she wasn't fully awake yet. 


"The 21st 'Knowledge' has the duty to carry on the grudge passed 
down from its ancestor; to kill the young mistress, Remilia Scarlet. 
But me, even though the memories of all the previous 'Knowledge' 
have been implanted on me, | have never met her. And the air- 
headed reckless sister-complex vampire in front of me is nothing like 
the cold-hearted murderer | used to believe all this time. So | 
decided...’ 


' Į will stay by her side, and decide everything with my very own 
eyes." 


Remilia stared dumbfoundedly at the magician who had finally set 
her book aside; purple against scarlet, their gaze met for what 
seemed like eternity. And then the vampire laughed. She laughed 
loudly, whole heartedly, before coughing and whimpering on her bed, 
but even then chuckling still. 

"He he, | see. So you will be staying here, huh?" 

"Yes... milady." 

"Drop with the formality, Patchy; just call me Remi. | can hear you 
say the honorific like you get something stuck in your throat. But 
really, 'air-headed reckless sister-complex vampire' is really too 
much." 

"Truth and Knowledge are walking on a same path." 

"Why you.." 

Knock, knock 

"| brought tea and some medicine." 


Remilia turned her face toward the door, watching as the magician 
rose and walked toward it. The door was opened to reveal her 


Chinese servant, who looked at her as if she was seeing a ghost. 
The redhead threw away the tray she was holding and rushed to her 
mistress’ side, but she was knocked away right in an instant by a 
smaller figure of a blonde vampire, who hugged her sister tightly, yet 
carefully, muttering ‘thank goodness’ over and over. Remilia stroked 
her hair lovingly, while her eyes wandered to the other two in her 
room; her Chinese servant who was being scolded for dropping the 
tea, and her somehow new magician companion. And unconsciously, 
she smiled. 


It was always the same, all this time 

We will kill them, kill them all 

Everyone that stand in our way 

Will disappear into the shadow 

But as we embrace our shadow of wickedness 

It suddenly feels so natural 

As if we're always been like this; a long lost friends 
Ah yes, this is what they called ‘fate’ 


A Salvation that is waiting for us in the end... 


*Sniff sniff* so beautiful... 


Why hello, everyone! *salute* Finally we reach the end of the 
current arc! But hey, what's this? Somehow I feel so warm and 
fluffy instead. This is no doubt the sweetest ending I've ever 
given to any of my arc. Yep, yep. *nod nod* 


Aaanyway, next will be a short intermezzo and wa-la! A brand 
new arc. We are getting closer to the end of our story, everyone! 


So get ready to meet more and more familiar cast after this. 
So then, enjoy the story everyone! Review if you may, and... 


See you in the next chapter~ 


Siesta-- 


ZZZZZZ 

... Jolt! 

" Whuh?" 

Rub, rub. 

Yawn. 

"Mmm, | fell asleep... " 
Blink, blink. 

Yawn. 

Glance, glance. 

" Eh?" 

Pat, pat. 

Silence. 

" Where? Where is it?” 
Panicking. 


Glance, glance. 


"Ah, there it is! Phew, safe... 


Sneak, sneak. 
Take. 


" That magician won't be happy if | drool all over this book... He 
he..." 


Sit. 

Open. 

THIRD ARC: AWAKENING 
END 


" Yup, I'm all awake now. Let's end this before mr. Moon come out to 
play!" 


FOURTH ARC: ADVANCE 


BEGIN 


To Serve a Vampire's Whim 


My name is Patchouli Knowledge, 


the one-week magician, probably known by now as the unmoving 
great library. 


Everything I ever did are for the sake of revealing the greater truth, 
thus my thirst of knowledge gave birth to this library. 


But this little grimoire in your hand; this "Scarlet Archive" | made, was 
nothing but a simple whim. 


A tiny memento I have for a friend of mine, 
about her past, her family, and the blood red trail she left behind. 
This is not a story about me. 


This is the story about the Scarlets, when they have finally decided 
to leave their tattered world behind. 


100 years ago, a city in France 
Dark. Cool and damp. Just the way | like it. 


| took a simple sip from my cup of tea, eyes locked on the newest 
grimoire | had finally discovered. It was difficult to find books about 
magic nowadays, with the industrial revolution occuring, magic had 
finally being pushed aside by science. 


It was the dawn of a new era for humanity. 


And us, magicians and the like, had started to be forgotten. 


Things didn't go quite satisfying for the supernatural beings, or 
generalized as 'youkai' by the eastern, in the current era. Why? | 
wouldn't explain their natures and traits in details, though how much 
I'd like to, but it happened since most of them existed from the fear 
of humans. Thus, when humans started to deny them, they would 
also disappear. 


Extinction; as how you might say it. 


It wasn't really hard for us magicians to fit in given our humanoid 
shape and similar anatomy, but for those closer to bestiary, well, it 
went without having me to say anything. But as countermeasure | 
had started a research, about a far far away place for us youkai. 


An eastern wonderland. 


A place where youkai coexist with humans. And my reasearch had 
reach to a point where | could pinpoint the location- 


"What are you looking so serious about, Patchy?" 
" Mukyu!?" 


There goes my peaceful brainstorming. | jerked away from the table, 
dodging the sudden pair of scarlet orbs that materialized in front of 
my face, almost toppling down my chair; their owner simply laughed 
softly, letting her jet black wings fluttered as she plopped gracefully 
on my desk. 


"Did you find an interesting grimoire?" 


| swallowed a bit, trying to find my voice amidst my shock; luckily my 
asthma didn't act out. 


.. yes. 


"| see. It's been a while since you found one | presume." 


| gazed as she took hold of the book | was reading, skimming 
through it with her sharp red eyes. | sighed. There were two 
possiblities on why she suddenly appearing here. 


First, the most common one, because she was bored thus she would 
ask me to do something ‘interesting’. 


Second, the silliest, because she had a fight with her sister. 


There were times when there was a third possibility though; that 
was, because she REALLY need my witchcraft to do something 
important. 


Wait, haven't | introduced her yet? 


Her name was Remilia Scarlet, a vampire, the mistress of this 
mansion | lived in, and my close friend. How we ended up as friends 
was a different story. For now, | felt more like her babysitter, so | sat 
straight back up on my chair, eyeing her playful figure. 


"So? What brings you here today, Remi? Another quarrel with Flan?" 
"Fortunately, no. Flan has been stable lately." 


"Really? | recall she came to me a few days ago because ‘onee- 
sama stole my pudding'." 


"| didn't-wait. | don't know the two of you had grown fond of each 
other." 


That was quite questionable, true. About a good few decades ago | 
nearly killed this very vampire in front of my eyes, and her little sister 
hated me with her very being. So maybe hearing her little sister 
looking for my company sounded alien to her. In fact, | hardly 
believed it myself. 


"Time changes people; you can put it that way." 


"Hm, maybe Flandre had finally understand your position. Besides, it 
was thanks to you that this itching wound on my chest finally 
subsided." 


"You should call it ‘aching’, not ‘itching’, Remi. It almost infected your 
heart." 


She simply laughed. She was too carefree for her own good 
sometimes, which | believed why she had never thinking of 
relocating anytime soon. Her existence was already near the point of 
vanishing! Truly she wasn't that foolish, right? 

"Putting that matter aside, you haven't told me why you come here." 
"Ah, yes. | need your help, Patchy." 

She leaped down my desk, and | narrowed my eyes, following her 
swift movement. Her piercing red eyes stared back at me with an 
unknown intention. She smirked. 


" Something that can only be done with your magic." 


| stared dumbfoundedly at her, at her figure proudly sitting on the 
stack of books she had proclaimed as her favorite chair, eyes 
twitching in irritation. She couldn't have come here and asked for my 
magic to get- 


" A brooch?" 
"Yes, a brooch." 
"You want me to use my magic... to make a brooch?" 


"Yes and no. | want you to get a very brooch lost in the past, the 
kerykeion; symbol of the head of the Scarlet family." 


| pinched my temple, taking a deep breath. 


"SO you want me to remake an exact same brooch?" 
"No, Patchy didn't | tell you?" 


She floated down the stack of book, giving the one on her hand to 
me. 


"It was a one and only brooch made from a unique gem, passed 
down from ancient era. And | want you to get that brooch for me; that 
exact brooch." 


"Which means you want me to..." 


"Fu fu fu, you fill that blank yourself. Well, | better leave you to your 
exciting research then. | have to solve the lost pudding incident with 
Flandre." 


My eyes still locked at her as she retreated to the door, staring in 
disbelief. 


" Have fun, magician~" 


"No. Wrong. This isn't it." 


| put away yet another failed experiment, sighing to myself. How 
many days had passed since she gave this silly task, | wonder? And 
yes, why do you look so surprised with this pile of junk? Magic is not 
as simple as chanting spell or swishing your wand. It needs a pure 
understanding of the formula and materials needed. And what she 
asked for was nearly impossible. 


"Time and space manipulation magic." 
| reread the block letters written in Latin; my voice was hoarse as 


sign for not sleeping for days. Really, that vampire always did 
everything on her whim. Why would she need that brooch anyway? | 


was too late for me to stop, though. So | try to reform my thought, 
straightening my posture and took another another sip of my tea. 


"Alright, let's see. Everything are composed from seven main 
elements, with a formula to form them. To 'get something from the 
past’ means to relocate that object from the 'past' to the ‘present’, 
and relocating means you have to rewrite the formula of 'space' in 
that object. But to pass the time barrier, you need to get the ‘exact 
formula’ of that object at the exact time in the past." 


| wrote down everything | had for now, joining one point with another 
to make one complete formula. In truth my theory was almost 
complete, leaving only one tiny gaping hole. 


"| have no data about the brooch." 


What was it made of? | can deduce the size, but what shape? What 
color? There was no book in this library that explain about that 
simple yet crucial information. | had asked Remi before, but she 
could only gave me the outline. | guess | couldn't expect much from 
the family that had vanished into ashes. 


But my curiosity and thirst of knowledge had won over my reason. 
Yes, there was only one little thing left to figure out. And if all the 
books in this world couldn't answer my question, where else can | 
find one? 


"The Akashic records; the memories of the world." 


Yes. Everything had the history of themselves written in the Akashic 
records; living being, inanimate objects, everything. By patching the 
scattered information hidden in the records | could obtain that brooch 
once again. But where? Where could | find the object that hold all the 
memories | need? Where can | find the complete history of that 
brooch? 


Suddenly, a realization hit me like a wave, and | froze. Gazing at my 
own reflection reflected in the surface of the red tea on my cup. 


It was right before me from the start. 


"Knock, knock, Patchy~ Are you there?" 

" Here it is!" 

| rose from my desk almost instantly, sending some piles of thick 
books crushing to the floor with a loud slam. | could see Remi raised 


a brow at my sudden outburst, and | chuckled, a tired yet satisfied 
smile on my face. 


"This is it, Remi! This!" 


She approached me slowly, rather carefully. | wondered what's 
wrong? But my exhilatared mind couldn't care less. 


"You don't look... well, Patchy. | think you need some sleep." 
"No wait, before that, look! Here." 

| revealed the brooch to her, putting it on the desk between us. 
The kerykeion shaped brooch, with a shining red gem on its top. 
The symbol of the Scarlet family. 

"This brooch..." 


| watched as she took it on her hand, inspecting it, before she finally 
blinked and snapped her finger. 


"Ah yes, | remember. | asked you to retrieve this scarlet brooch a few 
weeks ago, eh Patchy?" 


"Huh?" 


Suddenly | felt like the little energy | had left was drained out of me, 
along with my excitement. 


Really. She forgot about it. 

| had been working hard to satisfy her whim and she forgot about it. 
Amazing. Vampires are truly amazing. 

"No, Patchy, | was only joking. | couldn't have forgot about this." 


| gave her a look of irritation, resting my chin on a stack of books. 
She was laughing like it was nothing, but | wasn't as carefree as her. 


That's it. | swear, this will be the last time | listen to her silly request. 
"Say, do you really retrieve it from the past?" 


" „using the memories of all the previous Knowledge implanted in 
me, it is possible. But | don't think you need to know the detail about 
that." 


"Aww, stop sulking, Patchy. Your tiny performance means a lot." 


Right, tiny performance. I'd like to see you pull off something like 
that, Remi. | was about to retreat to my room for a good long rest 
when | heard her sweet voice calling for me once again. 


"Actually | have something far more greater that could only be done 
with your magic. Would you like to hear?" 


I'd like to ignore her and walked away, but no. My feet stopped 
walking; for the countless time, my curiosity and thirst of knowledge 
won over my reason, and | turned around, gazing at her scarlet eyes 
that held back a boundless wonder. 


"| need you to relocate something far bigger than this tiny brooch." 


It was too late for me to stop; eighty-five years too late. My fate had 
been locked, serving her curiosity for eternity for the sake of my own 
thirst of knowledge. 


"| want you to relocate this mansion and everything inside it to a land 
in a far away east, to an eastern wonderland called Gensokyo ." 


Hello ello we meet again, everyone! Whoops, sorry for the 
sudden hiatus with no announcement. *put in the typical school 
and job excuses* 


Anyway, the new arc is finally here. And this time, our magician 
finally make her first debut as the main cast. You know, it really 
wrecked my brain thinking and making out that half-baked 
theory, thanks a lot Remi. 


Hmm, so SDM is on its way to Gensokyo. Well, | wonder what 
kind of 'welcoming party’ do our old la-*PICHUUN* gap youkai 
has for them. Fu fu fu... 

Enjoy the story, everyone! Review if you may and... 


See you in the next chapter~ 


Our Last Moment in Reality 


For some reason, the first thing that comes to mind when I close my 
eyes 


are the young shadows of a promise made, blurred in the dim light of 
that day 


" Even now, is there still something left by your side?" - | ask 


If the wind will carry my question, surely the answer will reach me 


" We are moving away. Tonight." 


Hong Meiling groaned as she replayed those words in her head, 
resting her back on the red brick wall she knew so much, her gaze 
wandered to the clear blue sky. 


"Gensokyo, an eastern wonderland." 


She had heard rumors about that place, that artificial paradise built 
for youkai on the isolated island far more to the east from her 
homeland. A place that accepts everything as they are and treat 
everyone as equal; it sounded too good to be true, she thought. 
Then again, it's still better than being forgotten and disappeared into 
nothingness, such that was the nature of youkai like her. 


To stay and accept death, or to leave everything behind and keep on 
living? 

The answer was clear enough. 

The world had never accepted her in the first place anyway; those 
humans had driven her out of her homeland out of fear, and now 


they decided to just cast her away out of ignorance. Surely, there 
was nothing far more better than leaving for good. 


But still, she hesitated. 


Leaving this world, isn't it the same as dying? Doesn't it mean she 
have given up? Then what was she struggling for all this time? 


The Chinese girl sighed, closing her eyes. What now? Should she 
run away like she did before? As she mulled over her decision a 
simple thought crossed her mind, and she reopened her eyes in an 
instant. 


"| see... That's it! What am | hesitating for; | don't have a choice in 
the first place." 


She stood straight back up, pushing herself off the wall, a 
determined look on her face. Her previous worry nowhere to be 
seen. 


"When the mistress give me an order, | only need to follow!" 
She was a youkai, driven away and cornered by the world. But more 
than that she was the gate keeper of Scarlet Devil Mansion. If she 
left this tattered world behind it would because her mistress said so; 


nothing more, nothing less. Yep, she would deal with her personal 
feeling later. 


Because that's what she had decided the moment she accepted her 
role. 


Hong Meiling brought her fist up to the sky, a huge smile plastered 
on her face. 


" Alright then, let's make this last day here a great one!" 


That place where it all began, 
a place with no name I called my own 


No matter where it is, | promise, 


forever and ever, to keep on searching for tomorrow 


" | expect you to have relocated everything by tonight." 


Patchouli Knowledge sighed, her eyes switched from a grimoire and 
moved onto the next, letting the thick books levitated around her with 
her magic. 


"To cast a high level magic on such huge scale with a moment's 
notice, moreover Space Manipulation magic which has never been 
my forte..." 


The magician grumbled, but her body working still; she threw 
another grimoire to the growing piles of book in preparation for the 
incoming big ritual. She realized it's been too late to set up the magic 
circle around the massive mansion and preparing the ritual from 
scratch, so she would rely on the composite magic sealed within her 
various grimoires and construct them to meet the criteria she 
needed. 


That itself, was not an easy matter. 
"Being absurd also has limit, Remi..." 
"Oh, did | just hear someone grumbling under her breath?" 


And lookie here; that whimsical vampire just loved to make matter 
worse for her. She either stil held a grudge over the past ordeal or 
she just love toying with her; the magician thought loudly in her head 
as she pinched her temple, trying to ignore the floating figure in front 
of her. 


"... [thought vampires should be sleeping around this time." 


"I usually am, but not today. One must be excited in such a big day, 
don't you agree, Patchy?" 


"| am not sure | am as excited..." 


The little vampire chuckled, plucking one of the floating grimoire, 
which earned a glare from the magician. She didn't seem to care a 
least though and proceeded to playfully skim the old book. Finally 
the magician gave up. 


"Why do you insist on moving tonight? And why do you tell me in 
such short notice?" 


"Well, you seemed busy the past few weeks-" 

“Thanks to your brooch." 

"Well, but anyway Patchy, you must have realized the situation 
regarding our existences, true? So | guess it's better to move away 
as soon as possible. Besides, isn't it exciting to do something while 
being chased by the ticking clock?" 

The magician took a deep breath, trying to hold herself from bursting 
a vein in anger. When did she say about never listening to the 
vampire's whim again? 


"Magic requires preparation, Remi, so | will appreciate a faster 
notice." 


"Really? But | know you can do it, Patchy. I believe in you. " 


"... please, buttering me up wouldn't change a thing. Now if you 
please, | need to finish the preparation for the ritual." 


"Gladly. Be seeing you in the wonderland, Patch." 

Patchouli Knowledge watched as the vampire left, leaving her alone 
with her thought once again. Sighing, the magician returned to her 
grimoires, softly muttering under her breath. But little known to her, a 
small smile crept up her face. 


"| can't escape from this fate anymore, can 1?" 


" Even now, what is this still left by my side?" - | ask myself 
Though I've already thrown away everything | thought might break. 
The days you gave me were too much for me to carry 


So | took with me just a name, leaving the rest to you 


"I've finally found it, a wonderful place for you." 


Flandre Scarlet hummed as she played on the floor with her crayons, 
happily drawing on the pieces of paper scattered around her, the 
crystals on her wings jingled softly as she did. The day had finally 
come! The one she and her beloved sister had dreamed of for 
century. She giggled to herself as excitement filled her very being; 
the little vampire rolled and held her masterpiece up to the artificial 
sky above her, smiling at the vividly bright color between the jet black 
scenery of her room. 


"A wonderland; | wonder what color is the sky up there. Oh, oh, will 
there be rainbow? A night filled with stardust? He he, | can't wait!" 


The little vampire let her arms fell to her side, silently staring at the 
dark ceiling above her, a childish smile on her young face. She had 
never felt this happy before, and for once, all the 'eyes' scattered 
around her didn't bother her in a bit. Somehow she could forget 
about them right that moment. Maybe she could completely forget 
about them once she reached the wonderland? 


"Don't be silly." 
"... not you again, Flynn." 
The smile on her face vanished, but not all of the excitement in her; 


the blonde vampire switched into a sitting position, pouting at the 
mirroring replica of her. Her replica did the same, minus the pouting. 


A few seconds of staring contest and the blonde vampire decided to 
ignore that blob of madness, switching her attention back to her 
drawings. One, two, three; three seconds. Just about three seconds 
of peaceful moment, suddenly her replica clapped her hands; her 
smile stretched, but still in the border of sanity. 


"Remi said she will find us a place where we won't be monsters, 
right? Where everyone will accept us as we are." 


The vampire growled and turned, her red eyes pierced the blob of 
madness in a threatening manner. 


"What are you plotting now, Flynn? 
"U fu fu, don't give me that face, Flan. | want to enjoy the wonderland 
as much as you do. So how about this; let me explore the place to 


my heart content for a day, then I promise to listen to what you 
say from then on. What do you say?" 


Flandre Scarlet narrowed her eyes, staring at the extended hand of 
her replica. What should she do now? Should she take this offer? 
The little vampire swallowed, mulling over her decision over and 
over. Finally, slowly, carefully she shook that hand, but only fora 
moment, just a moment, before she retracted her hand and returned 
to her crayons with a quick huff. 


" Deal. But let's be good girls and wait until then, 'mmkay?" 


"Okaaay~" 


Let us go without stopping 
Let us go never turning back 
Before we're unable to take another step 


While our hearts are still crimson 


" It's finally time~" 


Remilia Scarlet silently sat on her throne as she waited, a broken 
pocket watch on her hand. Her red eyes were locked on it, as if 
waiting for the gears to suddenly spring back to life; it had been a 
secret habit of her, while she was lost in thought reminiscing about 
her past. But that miracle had yet to happen, so as reality came 
crashing back down, she let the little mechanism sunk back into her 
pocket. She sighed as she let her gaze wandered around the throne 
room, looking at nothing in particular. 


"Gensokyo; the land of dream. Fu fu, | wonder how true that name 
is. But then again, does it mean my kind have reduced into a mere 
fantasy?" 


She raised her hand, staring at the almost translucent flesh that was 
her own. She really was on the border of vanishing, literally. The 
vampire sighed and closed her eyes. Her ears could catch the sound 
of machinery far outside the mansion. Yes, that's true. Humans had 
already forgotten about her existence, and they had finally decided 
to bring down that old mansion on the edge of the town tomorrow. 


For once she felt like a coward; a shame to her noble kind, to turn 
her tail and run like that. But alas she had no other choice. She had 
a promise to fulfill, and this time, just this time, maybe she could cast 
away her pride for the sake of it. For the sake of her sister and 
their future; she couldn't throw away her life yet, not after 
everything she had done until now. 


"To do the opposite is what is what | call running away. Giving up 
after everything went tough." 


"Now look who's grumbling." 


The vampire reopened her eyes to find her magician friend on the 
door, silently letting herself in. She chuckled. 


"Ah, if it isn't the great Patchouli Knowledge. | thought you want me 
to leave you alone with your grimoires?" 


"While | was preparing for the ritual, yes." 
"And what you want to say is?" 
"Stop acting dumb, Remi. You know what | want to say." 


The magician paused to wait for the vampire's response, and when 
she got nothing, she continued her speech. 


"The preparation is finished. We are ready to move at any given 
time." 


"Good work, Patchy. | know a great magician like you can do it~" 
"Just stop with the sugar-coated words, please.” 
Remilia laughed softly. 


"Say, would tell the gate keeper to fetch Flandre and come to the 
throne room right away?" 


"| am not your servant, Remi. Do it yourself." 

"Ah, but she will come here, right? Since she help you in setting up 
the grimoires all around the mansion, | believe she will come right 
here after she's finished with her job." 

"Then why would you ask in the first place?" 

The magician gave one of her rare glare; she usually wouldn't give 
such face, but the lack of sleep thinking about mind-wrecking theory 


had driven her to her edge. Fortunately, their 'quarrel' was stopped 
short by a Chinese girl appearing on the door. 


"Um, excuse me? Did I... bother your conversation?" 


The magician closed her eyes and took a deep breath to calm 
herself down, pinching her temple. Remilia laughed at her friend's 
behavior, before she turned her attention to her servant. 


"Not in a slightest. Do you have something to report?" 


"Yes, milady. The grimoires have been set. | have come to the 
basement to check on the young mistress, but she didn't seem to 
response to my knocking. | have shouted and left a note on her door 
just in case though. Maybe she is still sleeping?" 


"| see. Well then, | guess | will talk to her later. Now, Patchy-" 
"I'm on it. Just wait a moment." 


The magician held up her grimoire and started her incantation. Soon 
enough magic circles were formed all over the red mansion, 
engulfing the building in a soft purple light. The marking grew intense 
as her incantation grew louder, and the wall started to groan as the 
magic pushed on the firm structure. Soon enough it covered the 
whole surface, and the crackling of thick mana in the air started to 
sound like a storm had brew in the room. 


Little by little, the scenery faded. Along with everything in it. 


The gate keeper gulped as she witnessed the whole scene; her body 
that dissolved into the air slowly, worried about what might happen. 
But the vampire kept her calm. Sitting on her throne, she eyed the 
ritual with a curiosity hidden behind her scarlet eyes. She raised her 
hand once again, and the once translucent flesh had truly vanished 
this time. 


Remilia Scarlet chuckled as she closed her eyes, ready to face 
whatever she might find when she reopened them this time. 


"| hope you are ready to welcome my arrival, the eastern 
wonderland, Gensokyo. " 


That place where it all began, is always there to be remembered 
On the long road alone; together 

One step at a time we move forward 

Wherever we head, whatever we see 

| swear to myself, from now on to never ever falter 


Forever... 


:.100 years ago, Scarlet Devil Mansion entered Gensokyo 


The new chapter is finally here~~! *jumping out from a pile of 
paper works* 


Hello ello, everyone! Long time no see! Or was it... Anyways, 
here's a new chapter for you to enjoy. And it looks like Remi and 
the gang are ready to meet the soon-to-be-but-already-familiar- 
to-us Gensokyo. | wonder how their arrival will be *cough*Vamp 
*cough* incident *cough* 


Say, anyone find the italics paragraph familiar? Yep, they are 
fragments of lyrics from "Gentle Fog" by circle "Get in The 
Ring". It's a wonderful song that is worth to check out. Actually, 
I made this chapter while listening to it. Oh, and there's a bit 
revision on the previous chapter. It wouldn't make any change 
to the plot though, but just in case. (yeah, silly me overlook a 
few little things... | just realized it thanks to a comment froma 
reader... OTL) 


Well then, enjoy the chapter everyone! And thanks for all the 
reviews, it really lifts up my spirit. *zealous mode* 


See you in the next chapter~ 


Welcome to the Wonderland 


" There's a distortion on the barrier." 


" Really? Well, let's see~ Hm, hm, hm~" 


" Oh, lookie here~ Seems like we get another newcomers~" 


100 years ago, Gensokyo- 


| woke up in a jolt, eyes wide open and breath hitching in 
anticipation; my gaze found the same dark ceiling | had known for 
centuries, and | quickly sat, holding my head as countless questions 
found their way in. 


That bright blinding light, was it the space-manipulation magic that 
Meiling mentioned? That means I'm in the wonderland now? 


How long had I been out? 


| glanced around my room, only to find that | was alone. Wait. Alone? 
Uh-oh. | jumped to my feet. 


"Flynn... Flynn! Flynn, where are you?" 
This is bad, had she left already? 


" Let me explore the place to my heart content for a day, then | 
promise to listen to what you say from then on." 


Well, | had agreed with that but | wasn't stupid enough to let her out 
on her own. | started to look around my room, looking everywhere, 


anywhere, hoping that | was mistaken and she was still somewhere 
in this room, hiding and laughing at my worry. But no, nowhere. | 
started to panic. 


"This is not funny, Flynn! Come out!" 


Silence answered me and | gritted my teeth in frustration. | returned 
to my search, and this time | threw everything that got in my way in 
hopeless frustration, turning my room into a wrecking mess. 


Then | found it, that mirror figure of mine, hidden under the bed. Her 
small body curled into a ball, and | could hear her sobbing softly. 
Wait. Was she crying? | approached her carefully, eyes narrowed in 
confusion. | gulped and poked her softly, trying not to provoke her. 


"Uh, Flynn?" 


She turned at me, and once her eyes fell on me, her sobbing turned 
into a full out bawling and she lunged at me, sending me falling to 
my butt. What in the world? My mind was still in daze from the 
aftereffect of Patchy's magic, and the fit of frustration and confusion 
didn't help; my head started to throb and | held it again, trying to 
straighten my thought. 


First of all, | had to make sure what happened to Flynn. Because 
whatever making the blob of madness bursting into tear couldn't be 
any good than her, and | could assure you that she herself was very 
very dangerous. | tried calling the crying replica that was hanging on 
my torso as if her life depended on it, but no response. Nothing but a 
sniffle. | shouted on her ears to make sure she had heard me, and 
she answered me with a louder cry; | covered my ears from her 
outburst, cringing from her loud voice. 


That's it, | give up. Maybe | better let her be and checked on Onee- 
sama and the other instead. If she had dropped the idea of exploring 
the wonderland, that's even a lot better. And no, don't look at me with 
that face, Flynn. No matter how hard you cry and apologize, I'd ever 
forgive you after everything you had done. | huffed and tried to 


release myself from her, ignoring her pleading face. Her grip was so 
strong that it was almost ridiculous; | didn't know she could be this 
clingy. As | struggled with her arms, | finally realized the little patch of 
paper on her hair, tied to her ribbon in a floppy manner. | blinked and 
took it on my hand, opening it. It was letter, and | squinted my eyes 
to read the crappy handwriting. Somehow, | had a bad feeling about 
this. 


Hiya, Flan! 


Finally awake? U fu fu, you're really out cold that | got bored waiting 
for you. So I set out without you. This is part of the deal, so don't be 
stingy, okay? But just exploring by my own is boring as well, so | 
thought up of something fun! 


Let's play a game, Flan. A simple game of tag. 


If you can find me before the night run out, you win. | will give up and 
never to bother you again. But if you can't... fu fu, you'll find out later. 
It won't chage our previous agreement so I will still listen to what you 
say from this day on. And guess what? 


You're IT! 


P.s: In case you're wondering, that pathetic crybaby is another 
replica of yours. She was born from your sadness, from when you 
thought you had killed Remi back then. Don't worry, she's still young 
and will disappear once you get far enough from her. But keep it up 
and we'll make a four of a kind! 


That explained everything. | sighed and threw the paper away, prying 
my other replica off me. 


"Listen, uh, Flynn the second. | have to go. Be a good girl and stay 
here, 'mmkay?" 


| was relieved that she obeyed and nodded slowly; | smiled at her 
and stood, dusting my skirt off. Putting my hand on my hip, | looked 
around my messy room and gulped. Onee-sama would be mad at 
me if she see this. 


"And uh, get Meiling to tidy this room up before Onee-sama got 
here-" 


BAM! 

What now? | quickly turned around, facing the steel door of my room. 
SCREECH- 

| covered my ears from the deafening voice; it sounded like 
something big was clawing at the door, trying to pry it open. My 
replica flinched and clung to my torso in fear once again, but | kept 
my calm. Even though how strong the door was, it wasn't locked. So 
whatever was clawing on it must be very stupid that it didn't know 
how to open a door; you supposed to pull it the other way, not 
pushing on it. 

"Looks like a lost puppy found it's way to the mansion." 

BAM! BAM! BAM! 


Meiling must be slacking again. | shook my head and raised my 
hand, searching for its 'eye’. 


"Sorry, little puppy. | have no time to play with you." 


Kyu~ 


" This is despicable, we have to stop her at all cost!" 
" Now, now, calm down. If you act rash you'll only lose your life." 


" But the village-" 


" You can always erase that history, right? And | have send someone 
to stop her, someone specializing on youkai extermination. " 


| tiptoed myself out of the mansion, looking here and there for any 
sign of a certain gatekeeper. Surprisingly, she was nowhere to be 
seen; she's really slacking off, huh? | stretched my arms and took a 
deep breath, tasting the outside air after what seemed like forever, 
and | unconsciously hummed in joy, letting my gaze fell to the 
beautiful blue lake in front of the mansion. Yes, we got a lake now. 
How great is that? Maybe this wasn't all that bad. But still, something 
felt off. 


It's true that | didn't check the throne room or the library, or anywhere 
that Onee-sama might be since | wanted to catch Flynn without 
getting her involved, but somehow | was sure that she was nowhere 
in the mansion. How? Let's just called it sisterly instinct. And there 
was no sign of Patchy and Meiling either. Well, | was relieved that 
they didn't catch me going out, but still, where are they? And the 
mansion was thrashed by some wild youkai as well; how could they 
just let it happen? Are they playing prank on me? | pouted and 
kicked a nearby pebble, sending it plunging to the water. 


Wait, | had no time for this. | had to find Flynn, and fast. As if in cue, 
a loud explosion was heard from afar, and | smiled. Jackpot. | 
stretched my wings and took flight to the open sky, something that | 
had never done before; it felt great, the feel of the wind washing my 
face and entering my lung. | wondered if Onee-sama enjoy flying as 
much as | do. And since we already reached this wonderland, that 
means | could fly as much as | want, right? Maybe | could ask her to 
fly around together sometimes. Not just that. We could finally do 
many many things together from now on. Just thinking of that made 
my heart feel all warm and | manuevered the air in excitement. 


"Wait, | need to find Flynn now!" 


Actually, | didn't care that much since she would come back by the 
end of this night anyway, but | still hate losing. So | tried to focus on 


the task on hand and quickened my pace, reaching for the source of 
the explosion. But what was waiting for me there was another 
nightmare. 


"What... is this?" 
The huge smile on my face quickly faltered, replaced by horror. 
Blood. Blood. The land was blanketed in red. 


Countless dead bodies were impaled on long spears, as if put in 
display; it was a devil's massacre. 


Even as a vampire who feed on blood | didn't enjoy this cruelty. | 
clenched my fist until my knuckles turned white, closing my eyes in 
agony; that Flynn, | should've known. | was drowned in my own 
thought, cursing that blob of madness and myself. Suddenly the 
sound of soft crying voice entered my ears and | reopened my eyes. 


There was a little girl, crying, clinging to the bodies of what | believed 
to be her dead parents. The memories of my own dead ones flashed 
in my eyes and | unconsciously descended to the ground, 
approaching her. | raised my hand, reaching for her, not to clench 
her ‘eye’ or anything like that, just to know that she was real and not 
the illusion my deranged mind just made. She flinched as she 
noticed me, shivering. Well, the killer of her family had the same 
face, so | couldn't blame her. My small hand met her hair and she 
closed her eyes in fear, but as | did nothing but petting her head, she 
finally reopened them. | smiled, and finally, she returned my smile 
shakily. The both of us stared at each other in silent mourning, and in 
a moment of impulse | hugged her tightly. 


"I'm sorry. I'm sorry, | couldn't stop her. I'm sorry... But at least you 
should -" 


| could never finished that sentence; sharp claws pierced my torso, 
running through my chest and that girl on my embrace. | let go of her 


body, and it fell lifelessly to the ground. | was still alive but not her. 
Not a human like her. | held my throbbing head. 


"No... no... no, no, NO!" 


The sound of roar and growl drowned my scream, and | turned my 
face toward the source of the voice. There were youkai, of all size 
and form, emerging from the dark woods and gathering around the 
dead bodies; the smell of blood must have lured them here. The one 
that was stabbing me raised its claws once again, hitting me square 
on the face and sending me to the cold ground. 


Why? Why is this nightmare still here? Isn't this place supposed to 
be a wonderland? 


My eyes fell to the dead body of the girl beside me, and | started to 
feel tears forming on my eyes. 


Where are you, Onee-sama? Please put an end to this. Please... 


It was pathetic, because however strong | was | would still end up 
looking for her help. | tried to hug myself for some sort of comfort, 
ignoring the sound of flesh tearing and bone crunching around me. 
Those youkai were a having a feast of the lifetime, but for me, it was 
just another nightmare. | saw some approaching me; | didn't care, 
but as their blood smeared claws reached for the dead girl instead, | 
finally raised my face from the ground. 


"Stop! Don't touch her!" 
| Knew she was already dead, | knew it was pointless. But still... 


Those youkai ignored my plea and started to swarm around the dead 
body. | clenched my fangs and shouted on top of my lungs. 


"I said don't touch her!" 


There was a loud splat and soul-breaking screams, then red rain fell 
from the sky. 


Ah yes, this is a wonderland. The rain had to be of different color. | 
giggled and let them washed over me, drenching my body in the 
color | like the most. 


"You're right, Flynn... What a fun game you have..." 


" So that is the vampire, huh? She looks nothing more than a little 
girl." 


" Oh? The tengu have reported that she effortlessly turn some 
average youkai into pools of blood, y'know~" 


" Tch, fine. | get it. You guys are never like what you seem, | won't let 
my guard down." 


" Fu fu, thanks for the compliment." 
" It wasn't.” 


" Whatever the case, l'Il leave this one to you then, miss shrine 
maiden~ " 


Happy Halloween, everyone! Enjoy your treat! *throwing the 
chapter at you* 


Well, following my long hiatus, which was the longest hiatus 
I've had on this story, I'm glad I can finish this before halloween 
ends. Actually if you read through the chapter there's no 
halloween theme at all. But I just hope you can forgive the long 
hiatus and have this as a present. *laughs* *shot* 


Ahem, anyway, this mark the true beginning of the last arc 
which took place in Gensokyo. | know it's like the 3rd chapter of 
the arc but this is where the story really starts, with the 


previous 2 chapters being a prologue and Patchy's 
introduction. 


All in all, enjoy the story. And review if you may. 


See you in the next chapter~ 


The Beast Lost its Fangs 


Hey lonely little girl standing all alone 
What are you looking for in this pitch black world? 
Fighting with all her might with no end in sight 


The harder she try, the further she get 


It was pitch black. | opened my eyes and the scenery stayed the 
same. This is ridiculous. | sighed and put my hand over my blinded 
sight; just as I'd suspected, there was something blocking my vision. 
| took the fabric off my face, letting it hovered just a few inches 
above my now clear eyesight. 


A simple red leaf. 


Ah yes, it's autumn already. It must've fallen while | was lying still on 
the ground. But still, it felt like | missed something important. 


That's right. Gensokyo. The relocation of the mansion. | was waiting 
on my throne while Patchy- 


| blinked back to reality, my memories surging back into me ina 
flash. The crescent moon stared back at my perplexed face as if 
laughing at me, and | sighed, standing up as | dusted the leaves that 
had been piling on me. 


"Seems like our purple bean-sprout messed up this time." 


| took my time to analyze my surrounding. | was in a forest, but 
looking from the amount of trees it didn't seem like | was deep in 
wilderness. Nothing unusual... wait. What is that? Something caught 
my attention and | approached it slowly. Attached on one of the 
identical trees was a piece of paper, a foreign symbol engraved on it. 
What made the tree so special, | wondered. Or perhaps, it was the 
paper that made the tree special somehow? | crossed my arms and 
observed the symbol closer. No wait, it wasn't just a symbol. It was a 
character; an Asian character. Chinese? No. Japanese, | see. 


" Boundary , huh?" 


So this tree marked a border of an area? But why would someone 
stick a simple piece of paper like this instead of making walls? 
Curious, | tried to peel the somehow-look-so-special paper from the 
tree bark, but as soon as my finger made contact with the surface a 
strange force crackled around it, forcing me to retract my hand. | 
see. | get it now. 


"So it serves as a point for a certain barrier. Fu fu, It's the first time 
I've seen this kind of sorcery. | bet Patchy will be very interested." 


m. mi. LL 
Hm? 
" Remi-can you hear me?" 


Speak of the devil. | chuckled and walked toward the opposite way of 
the barrier, regenerating my burnt hand casually. 


" Remi-" 
"Yes, Patchy. | can hear you." 


There was silence on the other end for a while before | heard her 
sighing in relief. 


" Good grief, | can finally get someone within the telepathic range." 


Well, seems like miss Great Magician was all alone too. Then again, 
from what | recalled her telepathic range was around half a kilometer 
in radius, so | could say everyone was badly seperated. | laughed. 

" Do you really need to laugh now, Remi?" 

"Sorry Patch, but you really messed up this time.” 

"... | didn't.” 

"Come again?" 


She didn't answer for a while, so | decided to come up with another 
topic. 


"Say, | found a strong barrier just now." 
" What does it look like?" 


She sounded a lot more interested than | thought she would. Not that 
it mattered. 


"It uses a paper talisman as a source of power instead of the typical 
magic circle we usually use. A word 'Boundary' was written in 
Japanese there." 


"... just as | thought. The coordinates were perfect, but the barrier 
messed with my calculation." 


"Right. Care to explain, Patch?" 


" It's the Great Hakurei Border. Then you'll probably reach that 
place soon, Remi." 


"That place?" 


| focused my attention back to my surrounding and finally realized 
that | was reaching the edge of the forest. Soon enough | found 
myself on a wide open place with an eastern-styled building | only 
had seen in books before stood in the middle. Right then, | was 
really sure that | wasn't in France anymore, or anywhere nearby. 


" A shrine that stands on the edge of the so-called land of 
illusion." 


The Hakurei Shrine. | see. So this is it. 


" We're here, Remi. This is Gensokyo, the eastern wonderland." 


Hey foolish little girl struggling all alone 
When will you ever grow up? 
Chasing after a delusion of her perfect fantasy 


The further she reach out, the little she get 


| stood there, staring at the shrine building silently, and the longer | 
saw that foreign architecture, the more | realized that | had already 
far far away from home. No, that isn't right; this is my home now. 
And there's no turning back. 


Finally | shifted my attention from the shrine to the huge red gate 
standing on the opposite direction. Another strange architecture; a 
gate without walls around it. | didn't get their logic. Well either way, | 
approached the gate and knocked on it. Wood. They sure love wood. 
But before | could inspect it better, my mind was quickly distracted by 
the scenery beyond the illusionary gate. And | smiled. 


"Hey, Patchy? Seems like | get a front row seat to the whole 
Gensokyo." 


"Hmm, so they said you can see the whole Gensokyo from the 
shrine ground..." 


This is convenient. | observed the whole area carefully and spotted a 
familiar building far ahead, right beside a misty lake. 


"| found the mansion Patch, just near a lake." 


" Lake? Now that you mention it | think | passed one just now. A 
really misty one that is." 


"That exactly is the lake. It's the only one | saw around the area." 

"I see. Then I'll turn around." 

One problem solved. Now while Patchy is busy... | stretched my 
body and | turned to the shrine once again, staring at the supposedly 
holy place no devil like me could set a foot on. But there | was, all in 
one place. So the shrine here was just the same as another so- 


called ‘holy place’ back outside. Nothing special. | approached the 
seemingly old building, pushing on what supposed to be the door. 


Push 


Pull 


"Fu fu, now this is interesting." 


So pushing and pulling didn't work? Now that | got a closer look, this 
door didn't have a handle. So maybe if | slid it... bingo! 


"My, such a unique mechanism. Using a trapdoor on the front 
entrance-" 


" This is no time to be playing around Remi, we need to regroup 
immediately. Oh, and I've read that EVERYONE use that sliding door 
around here, it's nothing special." 

"l-I Know that! And I'm not playing around; I'm investigating, Patchy." 
"... Whatever you say. I'll be waiting at the mansion." 

Whatever to you too, miss Magician, acting all knowingly; | bet she 
wouldn't know how to open the real thing. Well, back to investigating. 
| stepped inside the wooden architecture and looked around. This 
place looked deserted; there's barely any furniture around here. Ah, 
but wait. The dishes left on the sink were still new. 

"Someone seems to leave in a hurry." 

That aside, I'm hungry. Maybe | should really return to the mansion 
right now. It's already way past dinner so remind me to punish that 
good-for-nothing servant once | found her- 

BOOM! 

An explosion? 

| quickly ran outside the shrine and back to the gate, searching for 
the source of the explosion. It's coming from the direction of the 
village quite afar. 

"Hey, Patchy! Did you hear that?" 

"Patchy? Patchy, can you hear me?" 

Static. 

| sighed, calming myself. So it started. 


" Are you done with the preparation yet, you lowly sneaky fox?" 


There was silence for a while, before a slow clap echoed from the 
empty space behind me. | turned around and watched the space 
distorted itself, as if reality was hidden behind a zipper and it's being 
opened to me now. There she was, coming out from the otherwordly 
gap, a woman with long blonde hair and a sly smile, clapping slowly 
as if mocking me. 


"My my, how long have you known? And | was thinking of making 
this welcoming party a surprise, too." 


| kept silent, studying her figure. It was the first time I'd seen this kind 
of creature; this youkai. Didn't matter. | could sense some more of 
them surrounding me, standing guard as if | was some kind of loose 
animal. How amusing. 


"| was a bit surprised since it's the first time someone relocated here 
by their own accord, but let me welcome you properly." 


She pulled out a wooden fan from her gap, holding it over her mouth. 


"Welcome to Gensokyo. My name is Yakumo Yukari, the one 
responsible for managing the barrier of this artificial garden. If you 
need anything you can ask my shikigami Ran, who unfortunately 
couldn't attend the party right now, so please make yourself at 
home." 


“Thank you. But let's cut to the chase; what is it that you want from 
me? " 


"My, you're such an impatient little girl." 
"I guess | am." 


She lightly laughed and I smiled in return, playing along her little 
farce. 


"As you might have known, Gensokyo is an enclosed space 
seperated from the outside world, and the only place where youkai 


like us can maintain our existence. Gensokyo accepts everything, 
but to keep a peaceful and ideal dailylife, we have certain rules 
around here." 


Rules. Go figure. 


"We are well aware that us youkai need humans to feast on, or 
simply to relieve our instinct to ‘attack’ them. That being said, we 
have to nurture our resource carefully, so 1) Youkai may attack 
human and human may defend themselves from youkai, but any 
act of eliminating both sides is forbidden. 2) Humans residing in 
Gensokyo are not a food source. We will provide the food you 
need, so there's no need to hunt them down, as omitted in point 1. 3) 
Those who try to destroy this balance will be exterminated. 


‘Some powerful youkai should abide to an extra rule, that is: Direct 
assults on humans are forbidden. That being said, | believe you're 
quite strong despite your young appearance so | want you to follow 
this extra rule as well." 


"| see. So in place of a peaceful life, you want to clip our fangs ; 
does it sums everything?" 


"Yes, that is all. | will ensure my shikigami to escort everyone one of 
you and repair the damage made by the lesser youkai on your 
mansion. So, shall we make the pact now?" 


| could feel the atmosphere tensed; the lesser creatures around us 
was getting restless, but | kept my calm. And so did that Yakumo 
fellow. Considering myself being surrounded like this, she clearly 
didn't try to give me any choice. Of course there's an option of 
beating her, but | was done using such vulgar way like force. | had 
found it, the wonderland for my sister to live in. There's no need to 
fight anymore. It's over. 


"Oi, Yukari! I've taken care of the rampaging little miss youkai. Heck 
you better be thankful, I've almost died back there-huh? Another 
one?" 


Hm? A human? 


"My my, if it isn't the shrine maiden. No, not this one. I'm making the 
non-aggression pact with her now." 


"Why didn't you wait for me? I'm the hakurei shrine maiden! | need to 
be the witness!" 


The newly arrived human girl pouted and tossed the load she was 
carrying; it looked like a body of a little girl, wrapped in many amulets 
as if to seal it away. | couldn't make out the face hidden behind the 
holy papers, but the figure seemed very familiar even from this 
distance. No. It couldn't be. 


" Flandre?" 
"What? Who?" 


Without warning my body jerked, and before long my claws had 
reached the shrine maiden, which she managed to block with the rod 
on her hand. What is this? Impossible! Stopping my claws with a 
simple rod-I quickly leaped away as her amulets shot out of 
nowhere, dodging the blow. 


"Oh my, what have you done? You're ruining my peaceful approach." 
"Shut up, Yukari. She's the one that suddenly attack me!" 

| glared at them, baring my fangs. 

"You filthy human... WHAT HAVE YOU DONE TO MY SISTER!? " 

" She wiped out the human village and destroying the balance 
of Gensokyo, so | exterminated her. Wait, didn't Yukari tell you the 
rules?" 

So it's not over yet. | laughed at the silly scenario bared before me, 


ignoring everything around me. No matter where | went, | would 
always left a blood red trail, huh? How fitting. 


"That stupid rules, | don't need them." 

"Can't you consider it again?" 

"The answer is NO." 

"But you see, you won't get anything even if you defeat us~" 

The gap youkai cooed, the smile on her face didn't falter even a bit. 
"If you decided to fight and even defeat me and the shrine maiden, 
the barrier surrounding Gensokyo will vanish. You do know what will 
happen then, right?" 


"| don't care anymore." 


" Oh, but your sister is still alive. And | can overlook her mistake 
for now." 


| flinched. Right then | made a grave mistake. 


"That's right, we just have to add one more thing to our pact. A 
secret pact just between the two of us. " 


And | knew, | had fallen into her trap. 


Hey pitiful little girl crying all alone 
Have you understand everything now? 
Running on and on toward your happy end 


The more you believe, the more lies you find 


"Onee... sama? Onee-sama, I'm glad you're here! You see, | just 
have a nightmare-" 


| immediately hugged her tightly, shushing her. 

"Huh? Who are they? Wait, | remember that human from my dream." 
"Flan. Flan, listen to me. Would you promise me to be a good girl?" 
"Of course! Anything for you, Onee-sama!" 

| hugged her tighter. 

"I'm sorry." 

| released her as quickly as | could and left the room. 

Creak... 

BAM! 

| clenched my fist as | heard the huge metal door to the underground 
chamber clamped shut, and silently listening to the shrine maiden 
foreign prayer as she enacted the barrier. 


" Onee-sama? What are you-huh?" 


| closed my eyes and clenched my fists tigher until | couldn't feel 
them anymore. 


" What? Why? Why won't the door open? What's happening, Onee- 
sama!?" 


"Why, this may be late but welcome to Gensokyo. Be a good girl and 
stay put inside okay?" 


A voice; my eyes were still shut, but | knew it was Yukari. 
" Shut up, granny! | want to speak with Onee-sama, not you!" 


" Oh, but your onee-sama is the one that agree to lock you down 
here." 


No. Please stop. 

" That's a lie! Onee-sama would never lock me away! You're lying!" 
Stop it. 

" Answer me, Onee-sama! Onee-sama!" 

"I'm sorry, Flan." 

Silence. 

".. no. No, you're lying." 

| reopened my eyes and walked away. 

" Onee-sama you big fat liar! How could you!" 


Climbing up the stairs | had known from the back of my mind, | didn't 
look back. 


"| hate you! Onee-sama, | hate you!" 


And right then my whole life crumbled. 


.: Vampire pact: 


1) The vampires may not in any way make a direct assault on the 
humans of Gensokyo. 


2) Their meal will be provided personally by the "Administrators of 
the Border". 


3) Those who try to break this pact will be exterminated. 


**4) The vampire Flandre Scarlet will be confined within the 
agreed area for her crime. Another attempt to break the rule will 
lead to her execution. 


- Signed, Remilia Scarlet 


Hello ello, everyone! It may be too late to say 'Happy New Year', 
but anyways, Happy New Year! And once again | start a tragedy 
this early in the year...*shot* 


And time for an ANNOUNCEMENT! 


|/From now on this fanfic will be updated monthly, around 20th 
of each month.|| 


| hope it answers the question about whether I'm continuing 
this or not. Yes, | am. I just have one hell of hectic schedule 
lately so | can't update this as quickly as before. 


That aside, this chapter is surely long... *reread the whole 
chapter’ At first | was worried since this chapter will only about 
"Remi meeting Yukari and they make the vampire pact’, but it 
ends up being longer than | thought. Oh, well. *laugh* 

All and all, enjoy the story! Review if you may, and~~ 


See you in the next chapter! 


On the Sixteenth Night the Clock Tick 


" Milady, here's your evening tea. I'll put it here as usual, okay?" 


" T-then I'll return to the gate for now." 


" Please... enjoy your tea." 


15 years ago, Gensokyo- 
"Aaah, what a peaceful day..." 


| yawned and stretched my stiff muscle, closing the gate behind me. 
Another quiet day had passed, one among the countless | had since 
the big relocation. Cleaning the mansion, making meals for the 
mistresses, guarding the gate against the invading youkai; | 
wondered if this dull daily life would continue forever. No, bad 
Meiling! It's good if it's peaceful! But still... 


| sighed and rest my head at the red wall I'd Known for centuries, 
watching the dark night sky and the hidden moon. Tonight is the 
sixteenth night; the night of Izayoizuki, the 'hesitating moon’. Did its 
timid glow affect my mood, | wonder? Another sigh escaped my lip 
and | switched my gaze away from the sky to the huge clock 
perching on the mansion's highest tower. 


The clock stared back at me in silence; its seconds hand had 
stopped, its two main hands showed no sign of moving. | had noticed 
the broken mechanism since years ago and I'd also tried fixing it 
many times before, but whatever | did, the clock kept stuck at 12 
o'clock sharp. It was as if our time froze ever since that fated day. 
And | think, it really did. 


The moment we arrived at Gensokyo, everything changed. | didn't 
know what happened since | was out cold longer than everyone else, 
but the moment | realised everything, it was all too late. Milady was 
tricked into signing a hideous pact and forced to locked her sister 
down in the basement like prisoner. The young mistress was beyond 
shocked, her endless love transformed into deep hatred that slowly 
pulling her into madness. Patchouli-sama too, believing the whole 
incident happened because of her miscalculation, decided to devote 
herself in maintaining the seal and shut herself in the library. 


Even though | was their servant, even though | said | would take 
share of their burdens, in the end | was powerless. Now their world 
had crumbled, and the only thing | could do was smile and cheered 
them from the sidelines, waiting for a miracle. | clenched my fist, 
feeling ashamed of myself. 


"Just what can | do to help them? What can | do to make you move 
again?" 


The silent clock didn't answer. | sighed and hung my head. Of 
course, it wouldn't answer me. 


" Maybe it just need a little kick?" 


A kick? Yeah, | can try that-wait. W-what the hell? | quickly raised my 
head, searching for the voice. Did the clock really answer me? 
Really? No, wait. It came from a different direction. | twirled around 
as fast as | raised my face, meeting the owner of that voice; a little 
girl blanketed in black, floating right in front of me. Judging from the 
black blob of darkness she emerged from she can't be human; | 
narrowed my eyes dangerously and put on my battle stance. 


"Leave. This place is off-limit." 


She tilted her head. Hm, she didn't look dangerous. | lowered my 
guard a bit, feeling a bit embarrassed for acting like that. 


"Uh, sorry about that, little miss. Do you need something?" 


"Ummm... no? Nothing in particular? Rumia just fly wherever she 
want whenever she want~" 


Just as she said that she stretched her both arms to her side, a huge 
toothy grin formed on her face. A wild and carefree one, huh? Good 
thing she wasn't hostile like the most | found lurking around, blurting 
foolish things like taking over this mansion, so | didn't need to drive 
her away. Then again, it's getting more and more peaceful lately. 
Maybe the lesser youkai started to behave themselves? Oh well, 
whatever the case, | could really use a company; it's been a while 
since | really talk to anyone. 


Just when | about to relax, | sensed something strange. There was 
someone else beside us, a human to be precise. But where? | 
looked around, but | found nothing. Strange. It felt so near. | closed 
my eyes and tried to pinpoint the location. That way, huh? | followed 
flow of their chi slowly, reaching for its owner. 


" What are you trying to do with my darkness?" 

| opened my eyes in an instant, only to find a pair of red orbs 
lingering a few inches away from my face; Rumia was pouting, 
floating up-side down between me and a strange blob of darkness. | 
see. The human is in there. 

"A ha ha, I'm just curious. Say, what's in there, Rumia-chan?" 


She closed her eyes tightly, as if in deep thought, before opening 
them again with a huge smile. 


"My dinner!" 

"Dinner? Is ita human from the village?" 
"Uh-huh." 

“Rumia-chan, you know you can't eat them, right?" 


"Eh? Is that so?" 


Just as | expected, she was clueless. | put on a playful smile and 
raised my index finger. 


"Yep, it's the second rule of Gensokyo; Humans living in Gensokyo 
are not a source of food. If you break that rule a scary gap youkai will 
come to punish you!" 


| put on my scariest face to put on emphasis, and she back away in 
fear, shivering. 


"l-is that so..." 
"Yes, that is so." 


"But-but... | guess every human left on the nameless hill is an okay 
to eat..." 


"a. what?" 


The nameless hill? What is that? As if reading my mind, the little 
youkai continued. 


"It's a place where lots and lots of little humans are left by the 
bigger ones to die in lilies's poison . Many of us eat the leftover 
corpses, but | like them more fresh. So | take this one alive." 


What the heck is that hideous place’? | tried to ignore the matter and 
focused on the current one. 


"Uh, well, no. You can't eat them." 
"Is that so... T-then, | will get punished?" 
Bingo! Here's my chance! 


"No, no, that's why Meiling is here to help! Just leave the human 
here and I'll take care of everything." 


"O-okay. Thanks, Meiling!" 


With that she floated away and disappeared into the dark wood; the 
blob of darkness dissipated as she left, revealing a still body of a 
human child lying on the ground. | inspected the body closer. 


It was a small little girl, probably no older than five, her silver hair 
adorned her pale skin perfectly; for a moment | doubted she was 
even human, but the faint scars all over her frail body dismissed my 
suspicion. There was no sign of poisoning so maybe she was only 
unconscious from shock. Then again, she was tied up with ropes. 
Maybe they knocked her out before leaving her on the hill and tied 
her so she couldn't run? | spat in disgust before releasing her bound, 
letting her head rest on my lap to make her more comfortable. 


Wait a minute. 


Why did | save her!? Didn't | simply want to have a chat with 
Rumia? But | drove her away instead. Argh! | held my head in 
frustration. Maybe I'll use her for milady's dinner. | turned my 
attention back to the sleeping face on my lap, and quickly dismissed 
my previous idea. | couldn't, she looked so innocent! Maybe | should 
return her to the village. But wouldn't they try get rid of her again 
later? Wait, it didn't even have anything to do with me. But somehow, 
| just couldn't leave her alone. | hung my head again. 


"Boo-hoo... I'm too soft for this, milady..." 


As | sniveled to myself, | felt the little girl moved, and slowly, her 
eyes fluttered open; the calm blue orbs blinked for a few times, 
before jolting open in shock. | tried to calm her down, but before | 
could even say anything, she vanished into thin air . 


What just happened? | jumped to my feet in an instant, trying to find 
her; there she was, a good distance away from me, running. | 
instinctively chased after her. 


"Wait, don't run! | won't hurt you!" 


She didn't stop and simply looked back at me in horror; at that time | 
realized a strange disturbance in her chi, and somehow | knew, if | 
didn't caught her quickly this time, she would vanish again. | 
gathered my own energy on my feet and kicked off the ground, 
catching her. | let out the breath | had been holding, feeling the 
tension dissipated. The little girl grew quiet; | expected her to thrash 
around, but no. She just stared at me in horror, or rather, at 
something just beyond me. | blinked and followed her gaze, and 
once again, my breath was caught in my throat. 


"Wha... what is this?" 


The wind stopped. The leaves that supposed to fall was floating in 
mid-air. Nothing was flowing; nothing was moving. Everything but me 
and her had stopped. The time had stopped. It was a strange 
sensation, this stagnant feeling, but as soon as | started to adapt to 
it, everything reverted back. The cry of the nocturne instantly flooded 
the previous silence and | switched my gaze back to the girl on my 
grasp; she casted her eyes away, shivering like a child having 
caught for doing pranks. 


| get it now, why she was outcasted, why they were afraid her, and 
why | couldn't leave her alone. Because she was just like me. 
Driven out of her home out of fear, | bet she had been called monster 
for countless times. That's right! Maybe she could stay at the 
mansion just like me! | should tell the mistress and- 


"It... hurts..." 


| blinked back to reality, fixing my eyes on the whimpering girl; it 
seemed like | grabbed her wrist too hard. | quickly release my grip, 
letting out a small apology, staring at the red mark | left on her wrist. | 
sighed. No. She's different from me. She's a human; she can't live 
with us. | approached her slowly and crouched, a small smile on my 
face. 


"Shush, don't be afraid." 


| offered my hand, waiting patiently for her to take it. She didn't show 
any sign of moving, so | changed my tactics. 


"Say, that power just now was so cool.” 


She flinched a bit as she heard that, and | could see her expression 
changed. 


"... really? You're not afraid of me? You won't hit me?" 
| nodded and patted her head. 


"You should show me again sometimes, but now, let's get you home, 
okay?" 


Finally the girl let out a small 'okay' and took my hand, letting me 
escort her to the human village. 


" Hey, isn't that 'the cursed child'?" 

" What, that brat's still alive?" 

" My, how scary. Just pretend you didn't see." 
" I knew it, she's not human." 


" A monster." 


"I-I don't know her! Just leave, I'm busy!" 
"Oh, okay. But could you at least-" 
SLAM! 


Another door was slammed shut right in front my face, just like all the 
others | had knocked before. | sighed for the countless times tonight, 


glancing at the girl beside me; she looked like she's about to cry, so | 
tightened my grip on her hand in assurance. 


"Don't worry. I'm sure someone will come to get you.” 

She nodded, holding back her tear. Really, what's wrong with those 
humans? Just as | was lost in my thought a voice approached me 
from behind. 


"Excuse me, have you seen... ah! Haku-chan!" 


Who? | turned around to meet a woman clad in blue, staring at us, or 
at the little girl to be precise, in shock. 


"Keine-sensel..." 

The little girl muttered quietly under her breath, but | could see the 
joy in her eyes; she quickly released my hand and tackled the newly 
arrived figure, burying her face on her long dress, crying. The 
woman patted her head gently in return. After a few moments of 
comfort, the young woman turned her attention to me, smiling. 
"Thank you. I've been looking for her everywhere." 

"No, it's fine. I'm glad | could help." 

"Ah, by the way, I've never seen you around the village." 

| gulped. 

"A ha ha, that's... well actually..." 

| took a deep breath. 

"I'm a youkai." 

As | thought, as soon as she heard that the look on her eyes 


changed, but to my surprise it wasn't hostility, only a simple shock, 
and right after she darted her eyes around, she took my hand. 


"Quick. Follow me." 


What a strange human, but | followed her anyway. Soon enough we 
reached an old temple school, and | took the liberty to sit around the 
nearby table as she closed all the windows and doors. After a while, 
she sighed and sat on the opposite of me. The girl was sitting a good 
distance away from us, so we decided to have a talk; about the little 
girl, about how the other humans mistreated her, and about her 
strange power. 


"You see, Haku wasn't born in Gensokyo; she was spirited away 
from the outside world only a few months ago, but she didn't 
remember anything from her time outside. | gave her a name anda 
place to live since then. | thought it will be best for her to be here 
rather than outside, with her unique power and all, but even then | 
guess it's hard for her to fit in." 


"| see. But Keine-san, aren't you... afraid of her too?" 
She stared at me for a while before letting out a chuckle. 


"No, you see, I'm not normal too. I'm a were-hakutaku, a hanyou. So 
| guess | can tolerate with her." 


Hanyou? She's a half youkai? So that's why | sensed the strange 
aura around her. 


"But unlike me, Haku is a human, and for a human to have such 
tremendous power is too much of a burden. It was as if her body 
was born human, but her soul is that of a youkai. Unlike a 
hanyou like me who can fit in both sides, she is rejected by both ." 


| felt a painful pang on my chest, and | turned my eyes to the girl on 
the other end of the room. 


"| thought everything will pass, that it's nothing but a simple period of 
adaption, but lately the villagers’ attitude toward her have worsened. 


| only took my eyes away from her for a moment and horrible things 
happened. | don't know what to do anymore..." 


The half youkai hung her head; | could hear her voice wavered, as if 
holding the tears of her own. This is wrong. There must be 
something | can do. 

"I'll take care of her." 

"Meiling-san?" 

Wait? What am | saying? | felt like banging my head to the nearby 
wall for my sudden and foolish outburst. But there's no turning back 
now, so | gave her a confident smile instead. 

"Yes, just leave it to me!" 


She clasped my hand on hers, muttering words of gratitude over and 
over. Keine let go of my hand after a while, calling the little girl over. 


"Haku-chan, listen closely. This kind lady here will take care of you 
from now on, isn't that great?" 


The little girl turned her eyes to me and blinked. | gave her an 
awkward smile. 


"Uh, it's okay if you don't want to." 
"... No, it's okay." 
She snuggled to me and Keine smiled, before excusing herself out of 


the room. We stayed like that for a while, thinking of the new future 
that awaited us. 


"Well, are you ready, Haku-chan?" 


".. yeah." 


"Let's get going then! First, | will introduce you to the mistress, the 
proud owner of this Scarlet Devil Mansion. She may looks scary 
sometimes but she is actually very kind. I'm sure she will be happy to 
see you." 


"Of course she'll be happy! She'll eat her!" 


| shouted loudly in my head, standing in front of the door leading to 
the mistress' room. What is it with me and my running mouth? Once 
again, if only | didn't bring a tray of food on my hand, | would've 
banged my head to the wall. | had told Haku to wait in my room just 
in case, but this is bad. How should | explain the situation to the 
mistress? Let's see, I'll just tell her 'milady, | just pick up a human 
child. Please don't eat her, tee-hee~' Right? No. | slapped my face. 
There's no way it would work! Aaah, maybe | should just raise her in 
secret? Well, milady wouldn't come out of her room anymore 
anyway. Yeah, maybe that's better. | took a deep breath, calming 
myself, and after | was ready, | knocked the door in front of me. 


"Milady, | brought you your dinner." 


No response. | opened the door to find my one and only employer in 
the same position as | just left her earlier, curled up on her bed, her 
tea that | brought her before had turned cold and left untouched. 
Seeing her like that was enough to make me forget my previous 
outburst; | approached her and put the tray away on the end table, 
Opening it to reveal her dinner of potatoes mashed with some meat 
and blood. | helped her up to a sitting position. 


"Okay, now open wide." 


| took the spoon and scooped a little bit of her food, putting it in her 
mouth, and she swallowed it slowly. Ever since she signed that pact, 
Lady Remilia wouldn't respond to anything anymore, let alone 
leaving her room. It was as if she had died back then, leaving 
nothing but a hollow shell; her bright scarlet eyes that used to hold 


so many wonders had now grown dull. Yet, | put on a smile to her, 
continuing my playful charade. 


"Today was peaceful just like yesterday, nobody tried to invade the 
mansion. It's getting a little boring though. Oh and please drink your 
tea later, I've put your favorite blood type inside." 


And that's how it went every day; | would tell her of the daily 
occurrences while feeding her, hoping that some day she would 
laugh again like she used too. Oh well, | guess | failed again today. 
Just as | thought of that, the only door on the room creaked open, 
showing the figure | had almost forgotten. 


"... Meiling-san... toilet... where is it?" 
"Wah, Haku!?" 


The little human girl stood there on the door, an innocent look on her 
face. | could swear my heart felt just like leaping out of my mouth 
when | saw her; | quickly turned my face to the mistress, my hands 
flailing all over to distract her. 


"No, no, milady! She's-there's an explanation to this! You see, I-" 


It's no use, she had seen the girl. | could only stare as her red eyes 
turned into slit, showing her vampiric heritage, but instead of sinking 
her fangs on her supposed prey, | heard a voice escaped from her 
mouth for the first time in this 85 years. 


"So you've returned." 


Her voice echoed around the small room, as mesmerizing as | had 
always remembered, and it rendered me frozen; | saw Haku did the 
same from the corner of my eyes. | watched silently as she climbed 
down the bed, walking slowly toward the speechless girl on the door, 
stopping only a few feet away from her. 


"Welcome back, Sakuya." 


Sakuya? What is she talking about? But before | could ask her, she 
suddenly collapsed; | quickly rushed on my feet and caught her 
before she hit the ground, still hardly believing the miracle in front of 
me. The mistress, she's back. She's really back! | couldn't help but 
laughed softly. 


"Why are you laughing, gate guard? Ugh, | don't feel well..." 


"That's because you haven't been moving and eating well this past 
85 years, milady." 


"85 years?" 


She look dumbfounded, switching her gaze from me back to the little 
girl, before sighing. 


"| see. That much time has passed." 


The mistress snapped her fingers and | brought her back to her bed, 
standing guard beside her; | noticed her eyes was still fixed on the 
one and only human in the room, watching her intently. Did she just 
sleep talk when she spoke to the girl before? | concluded that way 
and decided to introduce the little girl properly. 


"Milady, let me introduce the newest maid in the house, Haku-" 
"It's Sakuya." 


Eh? | turned to the source of the voice that was Haku, and she 
repeated it in a much clear voice. 


"My name is Sakuya." 


The mistress laughed as soon as she heard that, and | stared, mouth 
agape. 


"Perfect. And Meiling, stop putting that silly face. What night is it 
tonight?" 


| clamped my mouth back shut. 
"Umm, the sixteenth night?" 
"Very well." 


My diabolic master raised her finger, a mischievous smile on her 
face, pointing at the little girl proudly. 


" From now on, your name is Izayoi Sakuya. Treasure that name 
well, human, and wear it proudly, because from now on you will be 
my servant ." 


'Sakuya' replied her in a perfect pace, bowing in grace. 
"Understood, milady." 


"Wonderful. Now make me a new tea. And Meiling, get back to the 
gate." 


Suddenly | felt like | was the only one at a loss, watching the two 
figures talking in perfect coordination as if they had known each 
other for long; | left the room still in confusion, tailing after the little 
girl and closing the door behind me. | took the moment to talk to her. 
"Haku-| mean, Sakuya-chan. You've known the mistress?" 


"... no. I've never met her before, but something tell me... that I'm 
finally home..." 


| stared at her in silence, and out of the blue, tears fell down her 
eyes. 


"Huh? 1? Why am | crying?" 
| smiled and ruffled her hair, cheering her up. 


"Maybe because you're happy?" 


"Ha-happy?" 
"Yep!" 
Then, she smiled. 


So many things happened at the same times that | could hardly 
register everything, but at least | Knew that the mistress was well 
now, and Sakuya would be living with us from now on. | bet she 
would become a great maid. | chuckled to myself and took the girl's 
hand. 


“Come on, I'll show you the kitchen. Milady just told you to make her 
tea, right? Just to let you know, she doesn't like waiting, so we better 
be hurry!" 


"O-okay! I'll do my best!" 


| grinned, and as we ran down the mansion corridor in zeal, hand in 
hand, | heard the clock started to tick back alive. 


Hello everyone and welcome back! Here's a new chapter! 


Phew~ I'm glad I did this in time. And here I thought I won't let 
another character beside Remi and Flan to get their POV 
chapter more than once... Oh well, I've always given Meiling the 
hard kicks anyways, so | guess this is a special time for her to 
shine. *laughs* And for those people wondering where Sakuya's 
been... Wa-la! Here's our soon-to-be head maid entering the 
stage! So, does this chapter answer everything? Eh, maybe not. 
*shot* 


And here's some trivia! 


- The name 'Haku' means ‘white’, the colour of Sakuya's hair 
(right, Keine wasn't so creative, huh?) 


- 'Hanyou' literally means ‘half youkai' 


- The nameless hill canonically exist according to PMiSS (yep, 
quite a scary imagination ZUN has) 


- 'lzayoizuki' or the 'hesitating moon’ is the moon on the 
sixteenth night, one day after the full moon. It said after sunset, 
the moon seems to hesitate in the twilight before finally rising, 
thus gaining its name. 


Well, enjoy the chapter everyone! Review if you may, and~~ 


See you in the next chapter! 


The Daily Life of a Devil's Maid 


" Here. Take this, Sakuya." 
" Milady, this is..." 

" It's yours." 

" Eh?" 


"It's a pocket watch. And it's yours." 


10 years ago, Gensokyo- 
11:00:00 - Morning shift starts 


| looked down at my golden pocket watch, smiling widely as it shined 
on the morning sun. Oh, sorry for-no, wait. Anem. Pardon me for not 
introducing myself earlier. My name is Izayoi Sakuya. It's been five 
years since | started working here, in this deep red mansion 
governed by the blood-sucking devil, and yes | might be small, anda 
human on top of that, but | am the CHIEF maid of this infamous 
Scarlet Devil Mansion. Why? No, | was not abducted; it was my own 
decision to live with the youkai instead of my own kind. Another 
'why', | see. Fu fu, of course | have my own issue. 


Oh no! One minute had passed already! | had to start my work! 


| exited my room and scanned through my mental notes. First task: 
Taking the leftovers cup and plate from milady's previous midnight 
snack; be extra quiet and don't disturb her sleep. With that in mind, | 
skipped down the mansion hallway, humming a tune to myself. Soon 
enough | reached my destination, and | took a deep breath in 
anticipation. Here | go! 


| opened the door to my master's room gently, almost tiptoeing 
myself to her bedside table, then slowly, quietly, | started to collect 
the tableware one by one. Plate, then another plate, fork, cup, 
teaspoon-ah! My left hand shook from the weight, and the elegant 
porcelains cluttered, falling from the tray that was supported by my 
small hand; my eyes widened as the scene unfolded before me in 
slow motion, and | opened my mouth. 


Stop! 


The white cup paused mid-air, a hair's-breadth away from hitting the 
floor and shattering into pieces. | let out the breath I'd been holding, 
wiping my cold sweat. That was close. | mentally scolded myself for 
being careless and started to put the disarrayed set back to the tray, 
in a more orderly manner this time. Hm? Are you shocked about 
something? Ah yes, the time just stopped. Don't worry, it's just my 
power coming into effect. That's right; even if | was a human, I had 
the power to govern over time . Then why | didn't stop time from 
the start, you say? Well, you see... 


A loud tick echoed from the watch in my pocket, and right after, time 
resumed itself. Fortunately | had finished my previous task before 
any casualties happened, and once again | sighed in relief. As you 
can see, | couldn't control my power completely yet, or more 
precisely, the duration of its activation was still very short. But of 
course l'm getting better and better at it! Puffing my cheek childishly, 
| turned toward the door ready to finish my job, but before | could 
even take a step, a voice entered my ears. 


The voice was muffled, almost gibberish, and it caught my attention; 
it sounded so much like a sob. Instinctively | turned toward the 
source, and found something that | thought | shouldn't have seen. 
My vampire mistress was there, hugging herself into a ball, her body 
shivered as she cried in her sleep. | froze from the unlikely situation 
before me, unsure of what | had to do; it was very different from the 
usual image | had of her whenever she's awake, so | could only 
stand there in shock, eyes wide and mouth agape. Was she having a 
nightmare? My curiosity perked and | edged closer to her bed, trying 


to get a better hearing at her sleeptalk; they were mostly inaudible, 
and barely above whispers, but finally, | caught a glimpse of some 
words. 


"It's all my fault... I'm sorry... I'm sorry... Flandre... " 
Flandre? Who is- 
DONG! DONG! DONG! 


| yelped as the loud sound of the clock tower startled me and | 
promptly stopped time; without looking back, | hugged the dirty dish 
to my chest and ran as fast as | could from the room, only stopping 
my dash once | reached the kitchen, trying to catch my breath as | 
fell to my knees. | didn't even realize when time started to resume, 
but | hoped the other maids didn't catch any sight of me panicking. 
But rather than that, what have | done? | just eavesdropped on my 
master! That was a very unproper behavior for a maid. | tried to calm 
myself and reformed my posture, putting the dishes on the sink. 


| replayed the previous event in my head as | turned the water 
faucet, lost in thought. Flandre... Who is she? Why does that 
name... sound familiar? I'm sure | haven't heard it before, but... Drip, 
drip, drip-wait, what's that sound? | blinked back to reality only to 
found the sink in front of me had overflowed; | instantly reached for 
the faucet and turned it off, before sighing to myself. | should really 
stop spacing out. 


12:00:00 - Afternoon shift 


| walked down the identical, yet now easy to distinguish, red corridor 
of Scarlet Devil Mansion, a cup filled with black tea in hand. Next 
task: Bringing lady Patchouli her afternoon tea. This time, | would 
finish my job perfectly and with elegance; | took a deep breath as the 
entrance to the great library came into view and proceeded to knock 
on it. There was no response, as usual. One, two, three; after three 
seconds | opened the huge double oak door and stepped inside, a 


silly little rule | made myself. So far it always worked, but today 
seemed to be full of surprises. 


"SA~ KU~ YA~ CHAAAN~~" 
Stop. 


| stood there, a clearly unamused look plastered on my face. Now 
then, who is she? There was a girl, about the same age as mine, red 
hair and black little wings sprouted from her head, lunging herself at 
me; if | didn't stopped time just now she would have crushed me 
under her weight by now. Is she an intruder? | reached for my knife, 
but then quickly stopped myself as | caught the look of a certain 
witch sitting at the round table behind her, peacefully reading a thick 
book. Hmmm. Lady Patchouli didn't seem troubled by her 
appearance. Maybe I'll let this strangers off for now. | walked passed 
the frozen little devil and stood in front of the table, before resuming 
the time once more. 


A loud thud could be heard from behind me, followed by a yelp; | 
ignored them and put the tea down the witch's table. 


"Oh, Sakuya. It is time for an afternoon tea, already?" 
"Yes, Patchouli-sama. Today | brew an Earl Grey-" 
"Don't ignore me...” 


| paused mid-sentence and turned to the source of the voice that 
was the strange girl, her face red from the impact from her previous 
outburst. | blinked once, then twice, oblivious of her intention. In 
accordance, her expression turned from a pout to a full out bawling. | 
flinched. 


“"Uwaaah, don't just ignore me after | greet you!" 


She cried and ran toward lady Patchouli, burying her face on the 
witch's long robe, earning a sigh from the purple magician. 


"Stop crying, Koakuma ." 


"But, but, lady Patchouli.. | greet her and welcome her but she... 
She's such a meanie!" 


Since when it became my fault? | puffed my cheek again and 
crossed my arms, glaring at the crybaby imp; looks like on top of 
being a maid, | was still a child at heart. Lady Patchouli nudged her 
temple as she observed our behaviors, clearly wasn't accustomed to 
dealing with little kids like us. Still, she tried her best. 


"Sakuya, this is Koakuma. She is my familiar that | summoned to 
be your playmate. " 


" Playmate!?" 
| whined a bit too loud for myself. 


"Yes. For now | let her growth to match that of ahuman so you can 
develop social awareness around creatures with similar physical and 
mental capacity as you. Besides, Remi told me to help you feel at 
ease around here, so | guess socializing with friend from the same 
age group is the best way; at least that's how | read from a book." 


"But lady Patchouli, | don't need a playmate! I'm not a kid anymore!" 


She raised a brow at me, giving me a skeptical look, and | pouted. 
Okay, maybe | am still one. But I'm the chief maid of Scarlet Devil 
Mansion! | have no time playing around! The magician didn't seem to 
take any interest in arguing with me, so she returned her attention 
back to her book. 


"What is happened, happened. Now Sakuya, | have an errand for 
you. Koakuma, if you please." 


The little devil rubbed the tears off her face, a determined look 
replacing them. She nodded and ran to the deeper end of the library; 
| took her action as a cue and followed her half-heartedly, but tried to 


put my childish ego after my job. | saw her climbing one of the huge 
bookshelves, disappearing into it, before returning back outside with 
a piece of paper. She climbed down and showed me the paper. 


"Um, this is... a list of items Pathouli-sama need. She want you to go 
to the human village and get it." 


| took it from her hand and she jumped, quickly retracting her hand 
away from me, as if she was scared. | gave her a strange look, 
before | noticed the red mark on her face, and I sighed to myself. 
Maybe | was a bit too harsh just now. 

"Are you okay? Did you hit your nose when you fell?" 


She seemed to have taken aback by my sudden kindness, and she 
shook her head frantically. 


"No, |... Um, I'm a familiar so this much is..." 
"It's alright, it was my fault. Will you forgive me?" 


"No, no, | was the one that suddenly jump at you! I'm the one that 
should apologize, so-" 


We both grew silent, staring at each other, before breaking into a 
laugh at the same time. 


"| guess we're both at fault." 

"Ha ha, yeah. Um, so, Sakuya-chan... will you... be my friend? " 
| stared at her for a while, before finally giving her my true smile. 
"Of course, Koakuma-san." 

"Um, just Koa is fine." 


"Okay. Nice to meet you, Koa. Let's do our best together." 


"Yeah." 


We shook hands and gave each other our best smile. | guess, 
maybe having a playmate wouldn't be bad afterall. 


12:30:00 - Lady Patchoulli's errand 


| sighed loudly as | reached the edge of the human village, suddenly 
feeling irritated for no reason. Well, | had a lot of bad memories here, 
so that's to be expected. Let's just hurry up and go home. | tread 
down the village's road with a frown, avoiding people as much as | 
can, taking another glance at the list of items. Hmmmm. Eye of 
newt? Earth-spider's webbing? What are those? Well, there's some 
herbs that | knew, but most of them were... unusual. What store sold 
such things? The only one came into my mind was the Kirisame 
general store | once visited long long ago, since from what | 
remembered they have the biggest variations in term of products, so 
| tried my luck there. 


The shop was still the same as how I remembered, simple and had a 
traditional look to it. | entered the store and asked for the 
shopkeeper, but who answered me wasn't the same old man | met 
five years ago, but a little girl around my age, with messy blonde hair 
and a bored look on her face. 


"Yeah, yeah, Kirisame general store here. Whaddya need?" 


What an attitude. | tried not to put another scowl on my already bad 
mood and handed her the errand paper in silence; the girl took it 
roughly and read it, before suddenly her eyes lightened like she just 
found a treasure. She jumped down the counter she was sitting on 
and grinned, eyes still glued on the paper. 


"These are ingredients for witchcraft! Whoa, you're super lucky I'm 
watching the shop today! | can get them from my collection-" 


She stopped herself, excitement suddenly drained from her face, 
and | blinked at her strange behavior. The blonde girl sighed and 
ruffled her messy hair, before handing me back the paper. 

"Sorry, we don't have 'em at our store." 

"Huh? But you just said-" 

" | said don't have it!" 

She roared and returned to the counter, taking a book to hide her 
face behind it, probably pouting by now. That was one incredible 
mood swing. | actually wanted to shout back at her but | held myself; 
a chief maid had to be elegant at all time, so | simply coughed to get 
her attention. 

"So, you don't have these items?" 


"No. What do you need 'em for anyway? Strange; | can't have 
missed an oddball like you at school." 


| almost snickered at her statement, but once again, | resisted. 
Remember: Elegance . 


"A friend of my master need them for her witchcraft. Oh, and of 
course you won't notice me at school, because | DON'T go there. I 
work at a devil's mansion outside the village. " 

The girl dropped her book and stared at me with wide eyes, and oh 
how hard for me to hold myself from giggling at her shocked 
expression. 

"You... You're a youkai?" 

"No, | am a human." 


"Wha- a human!? And you live with youkai?" 


| nodded, and she sank on her seat, dumbfounded. After a while, she 
suddenly laughed, ruffling her hair once again. Her mood swing was 
indeed very amazing. | waited until she finished her fit before 
speaking again. 


"Was something funny?" 
"Nah, it's just- you see-... oh well, maybe | can tell you." 


She gave me a troubled look and | simply stared, waiting for her to 
continue. 


"You see, I'm... interested in magic . | have a friend, a shrine maiden 
friend, and by the way she's hella strong. You may not believe it too 
but we've gone through many adventures, kicking some bad guy's 
ass and saving the world. All those time | was getting more and more 
obsessed in magic, but you see, magic is a youkai thing . And my 
pops don't like it. The villagers don't like-hell, every humans | met 
don't like it! But |... | love magic! So I... | don't know what to do..." 


| tried to process the girl's outburst, filtering what's real and what's 
not, but all | got was a simple temper tantrum. So | sighed, and 
turned away, proceeding to exit the shop. 

"Oh well, thanks for your time. I'll be leaving then." 

"Wait, you don't believe me? You don't believe me, right?" 


| stopped on the doorway, giving her another glance. 


"Frankly, | don't know how much of your talk is real, but if your love 
for magic is real, then | don't Know what's your problem." 


"Wha-how can you say that! You don't know how it feels to be 
different! To be looked down because of your strange power; to be 
seen like a monster even though you're just a human like them! 


Oh, I've known that feeling. Maybe a lot more than you. | held the 
urge to say those words, instead, | gave her a smile, a fake smile | 
started to learn lately. 


"That's not of my concern. And well, if you really hate the village that 
much, why don't you just left? But once again, this is not my place 
to say anything. So, if you please excuse me." 


With that | left the shop, somehow feeling so satisfied. | had said 
what | wanted to say, now, back to my errand. Where else could | 
probably get these things? 


" Wait!" 


What now? | gave another glance behind and saw the magician 
wannabe clutching the door to Kirisame store tightly. 


"| have them." 

"can you make up your mind already? Unlike you, I'm very busy." 
"Today's special; I'll sell them to you. Just... to you." 

| sighed. Well, maybe I'll give her one more chance; she better be 
serious, before my hand got itchy for knives. | turned around and 
handed her the shopping list that she once again glued her eyes on. 


But then, she offered her hand to me, a cocky grin on her face. 


"The name's Marisa. Kirisame Marisa; just your ordinary 
magician, well, ‘gonna be' for now." 


| smiled and took her hand in mine, returning her handshake. 


"Izayoi Sakuya." 


15:00:00 - Back to Scarlet Devil Mansion 


| stared. | stared and stared and stared. And then, | glared. But the 
scenery didn't change. | just returned from an errand, and what did | 
find? 


Aah, there's a slacker... Aslacker's sleeping in front of mansion's 
gate... | wonder what punishment should be given? | snickered and 
reached for my knife, my smile stretched from ear to ear. 


" Meiling-san~~" 


| called the gatekeeper's name in a sing-song voice; as if feeling my 
killing intent, or maybe she did feel it with her chi detector thingy, the 
chinese youkai woke up, and jumped as she was met with my 
glaring blue eyes. She stuttered. 


"Sa-sa-sakuya-chan~ Welcome back! What a nice weather today-uh, 
what's that knife for?" 


"Nothing. | thought | just found a perfect target for my practice. You 
see, maybe something like a log sleeping in front of the mansion's 
gate? " 


She let out an awkward laugh, before bowing deeply. 
"I'm very sorry. | won't slack off again." 


| let out a simple 'hmph' and proceeded inside, catching something 
like 'Boo-hoo, Sakuya-chan has become so scary...' and ignored 
her. It's her own fault! While | worked hard inside the mansion, she 
kept on slacking outside. Hmph. | was the one who got disappointed! 
She was nothing like the image | looked up to when | first met her! 


Putting my little rant aside, | soon found myself back in front of the 
library's entrance and did my usual ‘wait three seconds after 
knocking before entering’ ritual, but this time, Koakuma opened the 
door for me. She looked delighted to see me and promptly dragged 
me in, telling me to wait near lady Patchouli's favorite reading spot; | 
took note that the purple magician was nowhere in sight and took the 


liberty to sit on a chair, taking a little breather. | gave the little familiar 
a curious stare as she took the 'grocery' bag away and disappeared 
into library's depth, before returning in a flash, all the while with a 
huge excited grin on her face. | knew that look; | had seen it a lot 
whenever | was with the mistress. It was the look of mischief. 


| chuckled despite myself. Looks like timid or not, devils would 
always be devils. Well, knowing their traits, they wouldn't be satisfied 
before their mischief being fulfilled, so I'd play along. | still got a lot of 
time until the mistress wake up call anyways. | tried the ‘feign 
ignorance’ approach. 


"So? You seems so excited." 
"E he he, you see, Sakuya-chan... | found a secret room! " 


A secret room? Now this is interesting. Of course as the mansion's 
chief maid | could say | had known almost all of the mansion's nook 
and crany, but still, the library was always out of my territory, so this 
discovery perked my curiosity. We huddled close, whispering despite 
they were nobody else but us in the huge library. 


"You see, there's a stairway leading underground. The entrance was 
blocked with Patchouli-sama's magic, but since I'm her familiar | can 
probably slipped through it. And this is a great opportunity since 
Patchouli-sama is currently asleep. But | guess exploring alone won't 
be fun, so..." 


"Alright, I'll come along." 


"Really? Oh, this is gonna be fun! Go get some candles so we can 
start exploring; it's pretty dark down there." 


"Gotcha." 


15:05:00 - Dungeon exploring 


Just as Koakuma said, deep in the library and hidden behind 
bookshelves, was a stairway leading underground. Nodding at each 
other, we lit the candles and began our exploration, climbing down 
the old stony ladder with excitement pounding in our heart. The air 
was damp, even a lot more than the library, and the atmosphere was 
eerie; it was just like that test of courage I'd heard from Keine- 
sensei, where humans would go to haunted place at summer and 
test their courage, it's just that I'm not with a human now and it's not 
summer, but that's fine. At least | could understand their thrill. 


The stairs went very deep underground, around two stories below | 
suspected, until a huge metal door blocked our path. | nudged 
Koakuma and she timidly inspected the door. 


"Hmm... This is very amazing. It's a seal, and a very strong one too." 
"What is it sealing? What's behind the door? " 


"l-I don't know, Sakuya-chan. But to use this level of a seal... m- 
maybe we better return to the library..." 


| grabbed on her wrist, earning a yelp. No way, we've gone this far! 
What is this place? What kind of secret do lady Patchouli hide? | 
needed to know. Especially if it turned out to be something 
dangerous for milady, | needed to investigate! But in reality | was just 
curious, and somehow, something inside me told me to open that 
door, despite the strange uneasiness | faintly felt. 


“Come on Koa, just a peek?" 


The little devil muttered to herself for a while before she gave up, 
putting her hand on the metal door. 


"| might be able to neutralize it for a while, but just for a while! But no 
entering, okay? | just... have a bad feeling..." 


"No entering. Got it." 


She let out a sigh and started to chant some spells, where | could 
see magic circle started to glow on the metalic surface, but then 
suddenly, the light just died out. Wait, is that it? | took a glance at 
Koa but she seemed puzzled, too. 


"What happened? Did it fail?" 
"| don't know. The procedure should be right-" 


She didn't get to finish the sentence as suddenly a strong gust of 
wind blew the door opened, so strong that it pushed me stumbling to 
the cold ground, the candle on my hand intanstly died out. | raised to 
my knees, inspecting my surrounding. Where am |? Where's Koa? 
Everything around me was pitch black and | started to panic. No, 
calm down Sakuya! You're the chief maid of Scarlet Devil Mansion! 
Your mistress is a vampire and you've served blood in her meal 
everyday; there's nothing to be scared of. Yes, there's nothing to be- 


"I spy a human~ A delicious looking human and an itty bitty 
imp~" 


| flinched, taking out my knife from its sheath, holding it in front of me 
in defense. Out of my own accord, | started to shiver. 


"W-who's there? Show yourself!" 

" U fu fu, okay~" 

There was a giggling voice of a girl echoing from all around me, 
followed by some jingling sounds, but then they just stopped, 
ceasing into total silence. | gulped, steadying my grip on my knife, 
ready for any sudden attack. All of a sudden, a chill ran down my 
back and | turned around. 

" Boo." 


Hidden behind the darkness was shining red eyes and long fangs, 
but even more apparent than that, was an abnormal bloodlust so 


thick in the air. Out of habit | stopped time from shock, and | fell to 
my butt, dropping my knife, staring at the terrifying being before me; | 
was rendered frozen with fear for | didn't know how long, before | 
gathered my courage to run. 


" That strange power... I see, | see now-~ It's you~ It's been 200 
years since | killed you, but it IS you~" 


| ran and ran and ran, but the scenery didn't change; it was pitch 
black wherever | go. 


" So that's why Onee-sama didn't come down anymore, she 
already got her favourite old toy back~" 


Finally | reached what felt like a door, and | pushed on it desperately. 
Why? Why won't it budge? Wait, this texture... it's metal? It's that 
huge sealed door? The previous gust of wind pushed me inside? 


" Hey, hey, tell me! How are you? How are you after | KILLED 
you?" 


A flicking sound, then suddenly the room lit up and revealed its blood 
tainted walls; | took a quick breath and turned around, my back 
against the cold metal door, trembling like a cornered little rabbit ina 
hunting game. The deep red figure in front of me sneered from ear to 
ear, and | looked on in horror. 

" Sakuya?" 


Why? Why did this monster know my name? | couldn't even think 
anymore, only cowering in fear as it drew closer and closer. 


" Hey, hey, do you remember? It's me; Flandre." 


It was a feet away from me, and | could almost feel its cold breath on 
my face. Aah, I'm gonna be killed. 


" Flandre Scarlet~" 


You know what, | was writing this on midnight while playing 
musics in shuffle, and right when I started writing Flan's part, 
an U.N Owen Arrange called "Sweets Time Midnight" played... 
*shudders* 


Hello, ello everyone! Here's March issue for you! *opening a box 
and reveal the f ics* Take this as a late White Day's gift, how's 
that? (yeah, yeah, but I didn't get any chocolate this valentine...) 
Oh well, as | promised (or did I?) this is a chapter about Sakuya. 
A lot of things happened in this chapters, huh? With two 
cameos, too. But overall, | find writing this chapter to be very 
enjoyable. Well, isn't little Sakuya trying to act all mature look 
very cute? (At least in my head, she is...) And Marisa before 
living in the Forest of Magic. If you read an official story of 
TOUHOU called "The Curiosities of Lotus Asia" there's hint 
about the Kirisame family and Marisa's running from home. | 
just felt like mentioning it here for some sauce. *laughs* Oh, 
one more important thing. 


||ANNOUNCEMENT!|| 


I will have a training abroad next April, which means | couldn't 
spare enough time to tend into this fic. So... 


"The next chapter will be postponed until the next month, more 
precisely, 20th of May." 


I'm very sorry but until then, please wait patiently. Oh, and 
maybe some of you have been counting the number of chapters 
of each of this story's arc? If so, then maybe you've realised 
already that the next chapter will be the finale . Yup, this story is 
reaching its climax, alright. *laughs* 


All in all, enjoy the story everyone! Review if you may, and... 
You know the cue! 


See you in the next chapter~! 


The Story Retold (Side A) 


As long as you are there, 
even if the whole world is against me, 
everything will be fine... 


So | thought 


"Yes, that's how | thought. That's how I've aalwaaays thought~" 


The little vampire swayed, her head lolling from side to side like a 
broken puppet. Her gigling sound filled the air. After a while, her 
giggle stopped and she raised her face to the artificial sky, gazing 
blankly into the distance. 


"Hey, hey, do you want to hear a story? It is a story about a little 
girl and a monster. " 


The deep red figure sang and closed her eyes, as if in 
remembrance. 


"Once upon a time, in a far far away place, there was a huge 
kingdom. That kingdom, you see, was said to be a very beautiful and 
peaceful place, but then one night, as the scarlet moon rose, the 
kingdom drowned in a sea of blood. And then, emerging from the 
deep red scenery, were a little girl and a monster." 


She smiled and raised her hands, holding an invisible figure from her 
past. Yes, she could picture her on her grasp perfectly; her small and 
seemingly fragile body, her pale white skin, her jet black wings, her 
soft lavender hair. Letting out a soft laugh, she started to move her 
feet. One-two-three, one-two-three. Her mismatched steps soon 
turned into a quiet dance, a waltz matching with a tune that only she 
could hear. 


"The little girl and the monster had lost everything; no place to shield 
themselves from the sun or rain, no souls to listen to their sorrowful 
tale. They have lost everything, everything but one another. And 
everywhere they go, people would run and hide, because everyone 
was afraid of the monster. The monster was very very sad, but 
despite everything, the little girl stayed by the monster's side, holding 
its blood red claws as they walked hand in hand. Every time the 
monster cried, the little girl would stroke its head gently and said, 
‘We will definitely find it, the place where you don't need to be a 
monster; where people will accept you as you are. Our very own 
Wonderland. '" 


The dance grew faster as her voice echoed in the quiet room, and 
she could see the illusionary figure smiled as they danced across the 
jet black scenery. 


"But alas, it is just a dream. A ridiculous dream of a foolish little girl." 


The waltz came into an abrupt stop, and the soft touch on her hand 
melted into nothingness. Yes, everything is just an illusion. A dream; 
the most basic magic that everyone could cast on themselves, a 
fragile spell that would break as soon as you opened your eyes. And 
what was waiting for her beyond her closed eyelids were the 
sickening smell of bloods that couldn't seem to be washed away, and 
the same suffocating darkness that had been burnt to the back of her 
mind. 


But even then the smile on her face didn't falter; it stretched even 
wider, and she opened her eyes. 


The figure twirled one more time, the crystals on her grotesque 
wings jingled as she did; her piercing red eyes caught sight of a pair 
of wavering blue orbs in the distance, and she slowly came into a 
stop, extending her hand to the shivering figure of a human girl 
cowering on a corner. 


"One day, when the little girl has grown up, she gave up her silly 
dream. And then, left all alone in the tattered world was the monster, 


dreaming of the girl and the happy days that would never come. The 
end. What a dreadful end; don't you think so too, Sakuya ?" 


The girl didn't answer. Izayoi Sakuya froze, her eyes glued on the 
tormenting figure in front of her, her back against the cold metal door. 
Her right hand rested silently in her pocket, sweating profusely as 
she touched the cold surface of her pocket watch. The silver-haired 
girl swallowed hard, trying not to break down under the 
overwhelming fear, because if she did, even just a bit, she knew that 
it would be the end. What would await for her then, is only death. But 
how long can she hold on? 


"Hey, Sakuya~ Why won't you answer? Oh, oh! Or do you think the 
story hasn't ended yet? Let's see, the little girl grew up and meta 
handsome blue-eyed prince. A young prince who she thought she 
had lost long time ago, the one who returned from the land of the 
dead himself just to be with her~" 


What is she talking about? What is this story? Questions after 
questions filled her head as Sakuya listened on, staring as the 
vampire giggled to herself once again, amused by her own tale. Little 
that she knew, another figure was lurking in the dark, watching them 
intently. 


" No, no, you're wrong, Flan~" 


The pitiful human girl didn't have time to dodge as swarm of bats 
rushed toward her and she instinctively held her arms up in defense, 
shielding her face, but instead of fangs and claws tearing her skin, 
she felt a strong grip on her wrist, and another grabbing her chin 
roughly, forcing her to face right into the very core of her nightmare. 
Pinning her from behind was the same blonde vampire, or perhaps, 
her exact copy as the girl could still see the avid storyteller from the 
corner of her eyes, smiling innocently. 


"Hello, Flynn. Have you come to hear my story, too? And what do 
you mean that I'm wrong?" 


"Your story sounds interesting, Flan, but you have to revise it. 
Because you're completely wrong about the blue-eyed prince; he's 
dead, right?" 


"But if he returned from dead just to meet her, won't that be 
romantic?" 


What are these two? Are they twins? Are there even more of them? 
The human girl thought silently inside her head as her heartbeats 
pounded in her ears, trying to stay calm despite everything. The 
vampire could snap her neck in any second, and she had no way to 
run, so she could only wait for a chance to escape. It was Flynn's 
turn to giggle as she felt the girl didn't struggle under her grip, and 
she smiled widely. 


"That's where you got it wrong, Flan. The prince never returned! Oh, 
and this girl, she is not Sakuya ." 


" Meiling. Wake up." 


" Guah! I'm sorry, I'm not sleeping Sakuya-chan-eh? Patchouli... 
sama?" 


"Um, is there something wrong?" 
" Have Sakuya gone out today?” 


" Well, she did went for a little shopping but she returned around half 
an hour ago." 


"| see." 
" Did something happen?" 


"... Meiling, how many hours left until! Remi's wake up call?" 


"Umm, I'm not sure, but maybe around three to four hours?" 


" So there's still time. Tell the maid fairies to substitute your gate duty 
and meet me at the library at once." 


" Wait, what's going on? Don't tell me, Sakuya-chan is..." 


"I'm still not sure, but there's a high chance that she's with her 
now..." 


"Lam... Sakuya..." 

The trembling voice of the girl sounded very weak, barely above 
whisper, but it was enough to catch the vampires attention. The girl 
shouted. 

"I am Sakuya! Izayoi Sakuya!" 


The first vampire was stunned from the sudden outburst, while the 
other maintained her composure, snickering loudly. 


"a. iza... yoi?" 
"See? | told you you're wrong; she's not 'Sakuya'." 


The human girl gritted her teeth, glaring at her captor despite all her 
fear. 


"Are you deaf? | told you, l'm-" 
"Now then, it's trivia time~" 


She didn't have time to finish her sentence as she was suddenly 
twirled and shoved away, a hard wooden material stopping her fall 
before she hit the ground. The girl soon found herself sitting on a 
chair, the two vampires sitting adjacent to her, each wearing their 
own expressions as they watched her every details; the one on the 
left, which she believed to be 'Flan', was frowning and seemed rather 


dazed, while the one on the right, ‘Flynn’, still had that huge cheshire 
smile on her face. Well, whatever game they are planning now, she 
would take them on. But huh, isn't it strange? She couldn't do 
anything but shivering in fear before, so where did this determination 
coming from? The answer is simple. 


‘1am Sakuya, Izayoi Sakuya. It is a precious name that milady gave 
me, and | won't let them say otherwise. ' 


A simple and childish reason, but then again, she is a child, is she 
not? Then it's fine. The tiny little chief maid of Scarlet Devil Mansion, 
would become a child and play this game. As if she could hear the 
girl's thought, Flynn laughed and clapped her hands in excitement, 
before reaching for her pocket to retrieve a deck of cards. 


"A pretty fun game 'The Unmasking of Sakuya’' is about to begin~ 
Are you ready, miss-claimed-to-be-Sakuya?" 


The little girl let out a loud 'hmph' and sat upright, as if challenging 
the vampire, and the vampire let out a chuckle, handing the cards to 
her counterpart. 

"You can shuffle first, Flan. Go ahead." 

Flan did as she was told, shuffling them in her hands and took one 
out, but as soon as she got a good look on the card, her frown 
deepened. 

"What the-Flynn? What is the meaning of this?" 

"I'll tell you later. Would you please show us the card?" 


She seemed to hesitate a bit, before sighing and flipping it for all to 
see. 


"... the jack... of clubs..." 


So it's the Jack of clubs. 


The Jack of clubs... 


What? 

So what about it? 

Where's the question? 

"Now, onto the question.” 

The card has no meaning!? 

The human girl technically shouted in her head while the other 
vampire simply sighed, probably used to her counterpart's abstract 
way of thinking, and tossed the chosen card away. 

"First question: Who are you? " 


The girl blinked, before puffing her chest in pride. 


"Haven't | told you before? My name is Izayoi Sakuya. I'm the chief 
maid of Scarlet Devil Mansion." 


"Correct!" 

"Huh?" 

What does she mean by that? The little girl stared dumbfoundedly as 
the vampire once again clapped, and she could see the other 
vampire still frowning. 

"Hey Flynn, didn't you say she's not 'Sakuya' before?" 

"The game is just starting Flan, so sit still. Shuffle the cards again." 


"Eh? But there's no meaning to it." 


"Of course there is; I've memorized every question that is 
symbolized by each card. Isn't it fun?" 


What a very roundabout way to do it, the human girl sighed to 
herself. But she had no room to protest, so she simply sat obediently 
on her chair, waiting for the next question. Her right hand silently 
reached to pocket watch again; this was the perfect moment to run, 
but a part of her was so stubborn that she decided otherwise. 
Besides, even if she escaped their sight she couldn't leave the room 
by herself, so there's no meaning to it; she would just make these 
vampires acknowledge her as 'Sakuya’, as the chief maid of Scarlet 
Devil Mansion, and let them take her outside later. She would 
definitely win this game. 


“Question number two-" 
Queen of hearts. 
"From whom did you get your name?" 


Another question that she knew perfectly the answer. The silver- 
haired girl huffed and answered swiftly. 


"From the mistress of the mansion where | work; milady, Remilia 
Scarlet." 


"Another correct answer! That's impressive, miss impostor!" 
"I'm not-" 
"Onto the next question." 


Will this cocky vampire ever listen? The girl gritted her teeth as she 
clawed on her skirt, clearly annoyed instead of scared by now. 


Another card; King of diamonds. 


"Now, the real game begins. Question number three: When did you 
get that name?" 


"When | start working under the mistress, around five years ago-" 

" Ah!" 

The girl flinched as she heard Flan shouted on top of her lungs and 
stood, knocking her chair over, a perplexed look on her face. Right 
then, she knew, something had gone wrong. 


"Now, shall we move on to the last question? I'll shuffle this time." 


Flynn took the cards from the other vampire, shuffling them skillfully 
on her palms before taking one out. 


The last card; Ace of spades. 

"Now the ultimate question, tell me-" 

The vampire rested her chin on her hands, smiling from ear to ear. 
"Who is Sakuya? " 

The little girl took a deep breath, before answering in a clear voice. 
"Of course, it is me." 

"I'm not talking about you, Izayoi Sakuya, I'm talking about the real 
chief maid of this mansion. The original owner of the name 
"Sakuya’. " 

The little girl froze; once again, her fear returned from the back of her 
mind, and she stuttered. The original Sakuya? What is she talking 


about? 


"Ah, but it's okay if you don't know about her; she has died more 
than 200 years ago anyway." 


Died? 200 years ago? She clenched her fists in anticipation, trying to 
stop her trembling. 


"You see, we met this human long time ago; her name is Sakuya, 
and she have power to govern over time. She's supposed to be the 
chief maid of Scarlet Devil Mansion, but alas, an unfortunate 
‘incident’ happened and she lost her life. But then several hundreds 
of years later, someone with the same name, the same power, and 
the same looks appeared; how can it be possible? Of course, you're 
probably related to her in some way, maybe her long lost 
descendants or sort, but even then, how can you find your way 
here? Isn't it too much of a coincidence? But how about this-" 


Flynn stood and walked closer to the frozen girl, stopping only a feet 
away from her, whispering into her ear. 


" What if we put someone who can manipulate fate into the 
picture? " 


The power to manipulate fate? 
"| see now, Flynn! She's not Sakuya, but was made into Sakuya! " 


Made into... The girl slumped into her chair, eyes widened in 
disbelief. Her life, her trust, her pride; all of it, they're just lies? Was 
she nothing but a puppet controlled by an invisible string called 
‘fate’? Just who... who have such a terrible power? The vampire in 
front of her snickered and backed away slowly, before turning her 
attention to the other vampire. 


"And who has power to control fate?" 
"Onee-sama- Remi has! " 


No. It had to be a lie. The human girl clutched her head and 
squirmed, closing her eyes tightly. Milady would never do such thing! 


"Yep, that's right, Flan! So can you revise the story for me?" 


"Oh yeah, let's see. Hmmm, how about this: the little girl grew up, but 
over time, she's gone insane from staying with the monster for too 


long. Finally, she couldn't take it anymore. Driven by her madness, 
she took in a boy, a certain boy who looked so much like the young 
prince she'd known a long time ago, and then she raised him to be 
her prince charming, all the while letting boy believed that he's 
indeed a real prince. And then, playing the role of a captive princess, 
she let the blue-eyed prince 'rescue' her from the monster and they 
live happily ever after. The end! How about that, Flynn?" 


The overjoyed vampire clapped her hands and laughed, but her 
counterpart didn't seem to agree, putting on a disgusted face. 


"That's not the right kind of ending, Flan; it's a story about the little 
girl and the monster, not about her and some prince charming." 


"Eh? Then what kind of ending do you want?" 

"Well, how about this~" 

Flynn smiled once again and whispered sweetly to Flan's ear, before 
earning an identical smile from her. Mirroring each other perfectly, 


the two vampires turned toward the human girl. 


"The monster killed the fake prince and take the girl back, then 
they live happily ever after~ " 


The two figures crept closer, eyeing the girl with hungry eyes, but the 
girl didn't move; her body lied motionless on the chair as the two 
vampires clawed into her shoulder, whispering to her both ears. 


" The end~" 


... the heck is that? That's the end? 


Nah, don't worry. | did say that the next chapter will be the last, 
but since there's too many things to cram into one chapter, | 


decided to split the last chapter into two parts. 


The second part (or the final part) will be uploaded in a few 
days, so look forward to it. 


Meanwhile, enjoy the first part~ 


The Story Retold (Side B) 


This tale is reaching toward its end. 


| should've known it. 
| should've known it from the start. 


For a mere human like me to be accepted by the youkai, for a mere 
human like me to have this power, 


if | thought about it carefully everything have always been too 
perfect . 


As if an unknown force had been guiding me. As if | was nothing but 
a piece in a board game, where | moved accordingly to her hands; 


a game to be called her perfect ' Wonderland '. 

But then, it's fine, isn't it? 

Even if | mess up, even if | die here, nothing would matter to her. 
Just like in a board game, she could always flip the board and 
rearrange the pieces, starting another game. 

Because | am just a piece and everything is just her game. 
Even if I'm gone, there will be another 'Sakuya' to fit my role, 
and then the next one, 

and the next one, 


and the next one, 


and the next one, 


on and on until she's satisfied with her ideal world. 
But if | die here, will / finally by free? 

" Of course, little birdie~ I will set you free~" 
Thank you- 

Flowery Sign: Mountain Breaker 


A strong gust of wind blew past me and | instantly opened my eyes, 
finding myself back in the pitch black room, back to the wooden chair 
where | was sitting before, back to reality. The sudden need to 
breath shocked me and | gagged, holding my neck as | gasped for 
air. 


What happened? Where am |? 


No, | remembered. | was exploring the library with Koakuma when | 
found this room with the two monsters. The monsters invited me to a 
game and then- 


And then... 


| clutched my neck harder, biting back my sobs. If | am not the real 
'Sakuya', if | was made into 'Sakuya’, then who exactly am / ? 


"Are you okay, Sakuya-chan?" 


Sakuya. Sakuya. Was that voice talking to me? The Sakuya that it 
wanted, was it 'me'? | didn't know. | was afraid to answer and found 
that | was wrong. But the voice persisted, calling that name over and 
over. Sakuya. Sakuya. Sakuya! Who are you calling? Is it me? Is it 
really me? | shut my eyes tightly and covered my ears with both 
hands, trying to fight the voice away. 


"-Sakuya-chan!" 


A strong hand grabbed my wrist and | opened my eyes, staring into 
familiar green eyes. The eyes looked so sad. Why are you looking at 
me like that? 


"What is wrong, Sakuya-chan? Are you hurt?" 
"Meiling... san?" 


| blinked and studied her face, her soft green eyes that gaze on me 
worryingly; | didn't like that look on her face, it didn't suit her at all. | 
tried to open my mouth, to tell her that | am fine, to tell her to stop 
worrying about me, but my voice wouldn't come out. The only thing | 
could do was shaking my head slowly. She patted my head gently, 
before turning her gaze to the other side of the room, to the side 
where the monsters used to be. 


"Hm, that punch tickled a bit." 


| flinched as | recognized the voice, and unconsciously grabbed on 
Meiling's long skirt; an old nervous tic that | hadn't overcome yet. 


"Hey, Flynn! Get off, you're sitting on me!" 

"Oops." 

The two scary monsters appeared from behind the shadow, dusting 
off their clothes that had somehow gone dirty with rubbles and dirts. 
One of them pouted and shoved the other away, before fixing her 
eyes on Meiling and |, smiling sweetly. 


"Oh, it was just Meiling. Is it dinner time already?" 


The chinese youkai returned the smile, but even then, | knew she 
was nowhere near happy. 


"I'm sorry, but not yet. Rather than that, it's been a while since | see 
your happy smile; it's kinda refreshing, young mistress ." 


"Young... mistress?" 


| stared at Meiling, tugging her skirt to get her attention. She let out a 
long sigh, scratching her head. 


"Actually | plan to tell you about the young mistress once you're a bit 
older, but | guess | have no choice. Listen carefully Sakuya-chan, 
that girl is the other mistress of this mansion. The younger sister of 
lady Remilia; the young mistress, Flandre Scarlet ." 


The mistress... younger sister? Those monsters, no, vampires . One 
of those vampires? But if one of them is the younger sister of lady 
Remilia, then... 


" Then why is she locked away here- " 
"Sakuya-chan!" 


| clamped my mouth shut in an instant, realizing my mistake, and the 
vampire laughed loudly in response. 


"Why are you angry, Meiling? That's the fact anyway; I'm locked 
down here, that bastard is enjoying life out there. Ah well, she's 
probably tired playing family with me." 


"Please watch your words, young mistress, and you know it's not 
true." 


"Then what is? Where is she now? Why won't she come here and 
see me again!? " 


The air around her crackled, as if answering to her anger, and | 
tightened my grip on Meiling's skirt. The chinese youkai raised her 
arm in defense, hiding me behind her tall figure, but before anything 
happened, a hand reached for the vampire's shoulder, calming her 
down. 


"Whoopsie, Flan, calm down for a while. Let's revise the story again 
before you go berserk, shall we? Let's see..." 


| could hear Meiling growled as she recognized the presence; the 
way she acted to the second vampire was very hostile, unlike the 
previous one, so the first one must be the real young mistress. 


"Oh, | got it! How about this: right when the monster was about to 
deliver the finishing blow, a uselessly brave peon rushed into the 
scene to help the prince." 


Again with the story? Meiling stole a glance at me and | shook my 
head; | didn't Know what they're trying to do with that story. 


"They thought they have outnumbered the monster, oh, but think 
again! Born from the monster's accumulating grief and wrath, two 
shadowy figures rose to its aid. And not only that, the life of a pitiful 
little lamb was at stake." 


Another two identical figures appeared from beyond the dark 
scenery, one of them carrying a familiar looking girl, tugging on her 
hair roughly. | gasped. 


"Koal" 


"The monster made its demand; 'Give me back the girl, or this little 
lamb will die!’ " 


| tugged hard on Meiling's skirt and she nodded, putting on her 
fighting stance. This is bad! Because of me now Koa has- 


"Don't worry, Sakuya-chan." 


Huh? | blinked and turned to see the chinese youkai smiling, giving 
me a confident thumbs up. 


"Leave it to Meiling." 
She took a deep breath and shouted. 


"'Whoa, we're in a real pinch!' The peon said. But even if everything 
seemed impossible, the two 'heroes' would never give up. Because 


justice will always prevail!" 


What? What is she trying to do by provoking the vampires like that? 
But before | could say anything, a bright purple light engulfed my 
devil friend and she vanished. | could see the vampires were as 
confused as | was when another magic circle formed under their 
feet. 


Earth Metal Sign: Emerald Megalopolis 


Jeweled pillars shot out from the ground all the way to the pitch black 
ceiling, crushing the vampires from right beneath them in a sickening 
crunch; | stared at the tremendous display of magic in awe, while | 
could see Meiling grinning in pride from the corner of my eyes. 
There's only one person who could reproduce such amazing spell; | 
gulped and glanced to my right, hearing a light footsteps 
approaching. 


"The shepherdess came to take her little lamb back. Oh and Meiling, 
that catchphrase was unnecessary, saying about ‘justice’ 
whatsoever." 


Lady Patchouli stood there beside me, the same bored look on her 
face as she dropped her familiar to the ground, closing the grimoire 
on her hand; the little devil stared at her with teary eyes and tackled 
her master in joy, but instead of a welcoming hug, she gained a book 
to her face. | held my own face in response and cringed, imagining 
the pain. 


"Lady Patchouli-ouch!" 

"And you. What do you think you're doing, Koakuma? I've only 
summoned you for a few days and you've dare to sneak behind my 
back?" 


"Eek, I'm sorry!" 


Koakuma covered her head as another fling of book approached, but 
instead a loud thud it hit her softly this time, and the little devil 
blinked. 


"Now, hurry to the door and start repairing the barrier. This your first 
proper job as a familiar; don't mess up." 


"l-I understand. Right away, Patchouli-sama!" 


The one-week magician let out another sigh as the familiar 
scampered away, before reopening her grimoire; the thick book 
fluttered in front of her, glowing in bright purple light. Her gaze 
deepened. 


"Meiling, | want you to subdue the young mistress. Don't let her take 
a step out of this room." 


"Understood!" 
"And Sakuya." 
| took a quick breath and closed my eyes, ready for any punishment. 
It is true that Koa broke the barrier but | was the one who forced her 


to, and even if lady Patchouli didn't know about that, the fact that | 
sneaked into this room didn't change. 


THUD 
Ouch. 


... huh? That's it? | opened my eyes to her right hand hitting me on 
the forehead, before she retracted it back. 


"Aah, it's such a pain to close the grimoire again just to hit you. 
Anyway, | want you to assist Meiling. Can you stand?" 


| stared at her for a while before switching my gaze to the ground, 
releasing my grip on Meiling's skirt and switched it to my own. 


"What is it? You can't stand? Are you hurt?" 
| shook my head. 
"Then, is there something in your mind, chief maid?" 


| bit my lip, hesitating, before whispering softly only for the three of 
us to hear. 


"Patchouli-sama... Meiling-san... Is it... is it true that..." 


My voice was stuck on my throat, and | swallowed hard, trying to find 
them again. 


"Is it true that there was another chief maid- another 'Sakuya’' that 
exist before me? " 


Those words felt just like venom, dripping through my throat and 
burning it painfully, and once again | felt like covering my ears. | 
didn't want to hear the truth, but | needed to know; it was 
contradicting. Finally, after what felt like forever | heard lady 
Patchouli sighed. 


"| don't know. | haven't stayed with Remi that long." 


She said it bluntly, without care whatsoever; | instantly raised my 
face, staring at her in disbelief. | knew lady Patchouli was never one 
to tell a joke, nor someone who can tell a lie so casually. She raised 
her brow at me in response. 


"Ah, but this gatekeeper had stayed with that vampire friend of mine 
longer, true? Do you know anything about this rumor?" 


"Eh? Umm, sorry Sakuya-chan. When | met the mistresses there 
were only the two of them; I've never met her, too..." 


Had those vampires tricked me? But before | could reach that 
conclusion, the chinese youkai continued. 


"But | think | did hear about her from milady, long time ago when | 
had only started working under her. | remembered, that time she 
threw away my tea and said how terrible it was compared to the one 
‘Sakuya' made. Are you interested because the two of you have the 
same name?" 


| stumped back to my chair, hanging my head. So it's true. It's true. 
I'm just- 


Emerald Megalopolis 

THUD! 

Ouch! What in the-I yelped and held the bump forming on my head, 
staring at lady Patchouli with teary eyes. She looked down on me 
with her same apathetic look. 

"So? Do you want me to hit you harder, Sakuya?" 

What? What is she- 

" Do you?" 

| shook my head, and she sighed. 

"| know what you're thinking; you must be thinking something like 
you mean nothing to Remi, that even of you die, she can just 
manipulate fate and find another 'Sakuya’' to replace you, am | right?" 
| looked away. 

"Wha-Sakuya-chan! How can you think of the mistress that way-" 
Emerald Megalopolis 


| heard another loud thud followed by a yelp from Meiling. 


"| am not talking to you, gatekeeper, so zip your mouth. Now, about 
our previous conversation, | can say that theory might be right; Your 


fate might have been manipulated by Remi. And not just you, 
maybe that gatekeeper too, and even me." 


| gritted my teeth and glared at her, losing my composure. 


"Then why? Why are you still staying by her side after knowing all 
that? Are you satisfied by becoming her doll!?" 


The magician didn't waver; she looked down at me with her usual 
eyes. No. It was as if she's pitying me. And | didn't like it. 


"Ah well, even if she did manipulate my fate, | certainly am not her 
doll. And besides, the reason | am here now, alive and breathing, is 
all thanks to that seemingly hideous power; because of her power, 
she saved me from my own twisted fate. | don't want to dwell too 
much in the past but | can say mine is not a pretty one. But that 
whimsical vampire, she bent that fate for me and give me a future to 
walk on. So like | said, even if she did manipulate my fate, | didn't 
regret staying by her side. And who am | to judge how she feel if | 
die? I'm sure that lousy gatekeeper think the same, too." 


No. That's ridiculous. Manipulating someone's fate to save them? 


"But, how about you? Do you regret coming to this mansion? Do you 
regret becoming what you are now, becoming the chief maid of 
Scarlet Devil Mansion-becoming 'Sakuya'? 


Regret it? Do | regret it? 


If | didn't meet the mistress; if | didn't become 'Sakuya’', where would 
| be now? 


Would | still be in the human village, enduring the hateful stare from 
the other humans? Would | run away and live by my own among the 
youkai? Would | already been dead five years ago among the lilies’ 

poison? 


Those fates, those horrible fates, by manipulating those fate for me 
and giving me this name, the mistress... 


The mistress saved me from myself? 

| clenched my fist, holding back my tears. | felt disgusted of myself. 
So then I... How could I... 

"Sakuya-chan..." 


"Leave the girl alone, Meiling. There's something more important 
now-" 


" No, I'll help." 


Those words came out of my mouth before | could think and | rose to 
my feet, standing; wiping my tears away, | reached for my knife and 
gripped it tightly in my hand. 


"| am fine, Patchouli-sama. So please... please tell me your order." 


The magician stared at me for a while, before giving me a faint smile, 
a very faint one that | even doubt myself | really saw it. 


"Chief maid, Izayoi Sakuya. | want you to assist the gatekeeper in 
subduing the young mistress." 


"Understood." 


What have | been thinking? To doubt my master that much, how can 
| even call myself a chief maid? Yes. | wouldn't hesitate anymore. | 
would stop the young mistress as the chief maid of Scarlet Devil 
Mansion; as Izayoi Sakuya. 


"Very well, now listen carefully you two. Your objective is to keep the 
young mistress from escaping this room and to stall time until 

Koakuma finish repairing the main barrier. | will join you in battle but 
don't expect me to cover you all the time; this room is enforced with 


various sealing magic that will hinder her from using her full power, 
but even then, this is still her territory. Don't get careless, a little 
mistake may result in your death." 


| tightened the grip on my knife, readying myself. 


"| will tell the rest of the plan later, now get ready. She will recover 
soon." 


"That kinda hurts~" 


The jewelled pillars crumbled, and the vampires revealed 
themselves, unscatched but some cuts on their clothes, each staring 
at us with bloodlust swimming in their eyes. One, two, three-wait... 
where's the fourth? 


" Gotcha, ya stinkin' magician!" 


| turned around only in time to see a flash of red blur catching the 
magician and sending her crashing away, my eyes widened in 
shock. 


"Lady Patchouli-" 

"How sad, but don't let your guard down now..." 
Another one? 

"Get down, Sakuya-chan!" 

CRACK! 


| could only stare as | felt myself being shoved away, silently 
watching as the second vampire and Meiling crashed into each 
other, before the whole scenery turned dark. | yelped, landing so 
ungracefully on my side as | skidded on the ground, trying to regain 
my balance. Oh no, Meiling! | rose to my feet and looked around, 
trying to find something, anything, amidst the pitch black scenery. 
This is bad, she put out the light again! | gulped, reaching my free 


hand to my pocket watch; this situation felt similar, just like when | 
first entered this room, but this time, | swear | wouldn't run. But what 
should | do now? At times when you don't have a good grasp of 
situation, use your brain and study your surrounding; that's what lady 
Patchouli once told me, so | did as | was taught, thinking deeply 
inside my head while keeping my whole senses sharp for any 
movements. 


The objective is to keep the target inside and stall for time. So, isn't it 
better to look for the metal door first and protect the exit? No. It is too 
dangerous to fight near the barrier while it is being repaired. Any 
wrong move | will hurt Koakuma instead and destroy our chance of 
victory all together. The target are vampires who can see in the dark 
and this pitch black room is their territory. There are several of them, 
but everyone have been addressing her with one name, which 
means they are mostly replicas. But which one is the main body? 
Moreover, there are four of them and three of us. What if the target 
purposely split us away to create confusion with the replicas while 
the main body rush for the exit? 


No. It -she won't. | closed my eyes, and swiftly, without any doubt, | 
threw my knife behind me, not even turning around. 


"Because the monster, driven by jealousy, vowed to kill the fake 
prince. Isn't that right, young mistress?" 


"That's right~" 


The young mistress, Flandre Scarlet, revealed herself from the 
behind darkness, a huge smile on her face. So | was right; she really 
liked using that trick, hiding her presence while striking her 
unknowing prey from behind. She approached me slowly, taking out 
the knife | threw before from her palm, licking the blood dripping from 
the wound as it started to close slowly. So she didn't even bother to 
dodge, huh? | grabbed my pocket watch tightly, readying for another 
attack. 


"But y'know, fake-Sakuya? It's pointless if you don't use silver knives, 
you won't be able to kill me. I'll regenerate right away." 


“Thank you for your information - " 
Time stop. 
"But my objective is not to kill you." 


| stood there, staring silently at the frozen figure of the vampire in 
front of me, letting my pocket watch floated mid air as it was caught 
along the stagnant flow of time. | couldn't count anymore, how many 
times | had seen through the eyes of this world; my world, Sakuya's 
World, where everything stopped but myself. And | always hated it, 
every time | did this. 


Because whenever | stopped time | always felt all alone, isolated 
from the rest of the world. 


| think | understand now, why | could never control this power, why | 
couldn't activate it for too long. Because | couldn't bear the 
loneliness of this world | created, so | subsconsciously reverted the 
flow of time to the way it supposedly was. But right now, that 
suffocating feeling was nowhere in my heart. 


Right now, | could stop time for as long as | want . 


| reached for my knives, throwing them to the air; they sprung into 
their designated positions, lining up perfectly in a pattern | made, 
surrounding the vampire. Even though how fast a vampire is, there's 
no way to dodge if there's no escape route. And besides, judging her 
previous actions... | narrowed my eyes, taking back my pocket 
watch and leapt away. 


And time resumes itself. 


The knives rained down on my target in blinding speed, creating dust 
all over as they striked down mercilessly, but even after all that, the 


vampire stood, unwavered. 
"| told you before, how many times you cut me..." 


Just as | thought, she didn't dodge. | grasped my pocket watch hard, 
listening to its constant tick-tack. 


"I'll regenerate right away!" 
Time stop. 


| held my breath, staring at the sharp claws that barely reached my 
neck. How fast! If | was late for even a second-no, it's no time to 
think about that! | gritted my teeth and stepped a safe distance away, 
setting my knives again before resuming time. Once again, the 
vampire didn't care; she kept on charging at me in frenzy, and | 
repeated that patterns; once, twice, thrice, the crazed vampire 
laughed loudly as she lunged herself at me, ignoring all the knives 
piercing her body. This battle could drag on forever! But | knew that 
wouldn't be the case, as | started to hear my own breath hitching and 
my knees gave in. 


"Eh? What's this, what's this? You're already tired? Aww, humans are 
so fragile~" 


She's still moving around easily after all those knives? | stared at the 
blood-soaked vampire in disbelief, feeling the hilt of my knives and 
counting them; two, four, eight-I didn't have enough left for another 
barrage! 


"Aha, that's right! Let's put a proper end to the story this time: The 
prince raised his sword and kept on attacking the monster. Slash! 
Slash! Slash! But the monster didn't stop." 


| could see her approaching, summoning a strange black cane on 
her hand. 


"Finally, after the long pointless struggle, the tired prince put his 
sword away. He kneeled down in defeat before the monster, letting it 
end everything for good. The end." 


Taboo: Laeva- 
And the vampire froze. 
"... eh? What the... my..body..." 


Her body shook briefly, before collapsing onto the ground in a loud 
thud; | let out the breath I'd been holding, wiping my sweat. About 
time, | thought I'd die. Towering over the fallen vampire, | took one of 
my knives from her body, watching the wound it left regenerate in an 
unbelievable speed. 


"I'm sorry young mistress, but | laced these knives with poison . 
But don't worry; it's not deadly, just enough to put you to sleep for a 
period of time. Until then, please wait patiently here." 


| Knew she wouldn't dodge but | didn't know the dose needed to 
immobilize a vampire, so | try my luck by dividing my knives into a 
few rounds. And just in case, | slowed down poisoning symptom so 
she wouldn't realize it too soon. Who would've thought it would work 
perfectly; | sighed in relief as | retrieved my knives. Now, | should 
hurry and regroup with lady Patchouli and Meiling- 


" Poison, huh? How clever~" 


... huh? What is that? There's something red dripping to the floor. 
Whose hand is that coming out of my chest? Is that... blood? 


"Guess who~" 


| screamed as the pain finally registered in my brain, and the 
vampire pulled her claws away from my flesh, leting out an insane 
laugh. Impossible! How could | be so careless? There are four of 
them; how could | forget? | cursed silently as | squirmed on the cold 


ground, holding my wound as blood keep gushing out of it. The 
vampire sneered down at me, licking my blood from her claws. 


"As | thought, fresh blood is the best~ Oh yeah, before you die, | 
want to thank you for taking out Flan first hand. | thought I've put her 
on leash but that brat was a lot harder to tame~" 


| gasped for air, letting out a pathetic croak. 


you... why are you... the young mistress..." 


"Hm? Ah, let me tell you a secret story: the monster and the little girl 
were always together, but actually, inside the monster's head, there 
was another monster. That monster was born from the ‘real’ 
monster's mind, and that monster loved the girl as much as the 'real' 
monster. But without a body of its own, it was nothing but a reflection 
from the 'real' monster. So in order to be real, in order to be with its 
one and only princess, there is only one thing to do; it only need to 
kill the 'real' monster and take over it's body~" 


The vampire took the knife from my hand, putting its cold edge on 
my neck. Am I really going to die here? 


"So thanks, Sakuya; you've helped me a lot. Now bye, bye." 


SLASH. 


... Just kidding. 
Water Sign: Jellyfish Princess 


| saw the knife sliced through 'my' neck, before 'my' body turned into 
liquid bubble that encased the perplexed vampire, trapping her in 
place. | reappeared from behind her, a certain magician and chinese 
youkai by my side. 


"A job well done, Sakuya." 


"Ah no, | just acted according to your plan, Patchouli-sama. But 
thanks." 


| tried to look calm and put on my best poker face, but actually | was 
trembling in fear; if lady Patchouli didn't prepare this clone 
beforehand or | didn't recognized her presence, | would've really died 
back then. Fortunately her bloodlust was so strong that | realized it 
instantly, stopping time and switching place with the trap. 


"Now you, | believe your name is Flynn; the one who has been 
toying with the young mistress mind, and the one who have been 
turning her against Remi. Thanks to your explanation now | have 
reach another truth. You said you were born from her mind, or more 
specifically, her madness . If you're nothing but a speck of her 
imagination, then it's simple; If the young mistress want you to 
disappear, then you'll disappear, correct?" 


The embodiment of madness laughed, and | reached for my knife 
again, readying myself. 


"Just as | expected from the 21st generation of Knowledge, you're 
pretty sharp~" 


"It's Patchouli now." 


It was the first time | heard lady Patchouli growled dangerously like 
that, and | flinched a bit, taken aback. 


"Whatever you say~ But there's a hole in your theory; | might 
disappear, but her madness won't. Besides, what makes Flan want 
me disappear? All alone in this lonely cold cellar, the only one she 
trust, is ME." 


"Really now? What do you think, Flandre ?" 


Huh? Did she just talk to... | turned my attention to the fallen 
vampire, the one who was supposedly out cold sleeping, but there 
on the ground, | saw the pair of scarlet eyes fluttered open. The 
vampire stood straight to her feet, as if nothing happened, and | 
froze, before turning to the magician. Once again she raised a brow 
at me. 


"Ah yes, | lied about the poison, Sakuya. What | gave you was a 
tranquilizer | specifically made for the young mistress; it will calm her 
down and numb her body for a few minutes, but she's completely 
conscious through it all. Still, | am glad she even fake her sleep and 
play along with my scenario." 


Huh? What the- huh!? | turned to the young mistress, back to the 
magician, then to the chinese youkai who seemed to be as clueless 
as | was. Wait, it's no time to act like a fool! As a chief maid, | have to 
stay refined! | let out a cough, fixing my posture. 


"Indeed, Patchouli-sama." 


| thought | could hear the magician snickered under her breath, or 
maybe it was just my imagination; | huffed and crossed my arms, 
watching the result of her perfect plan. The young mistress walked 
over to the confined replica of her, staring silently, and the blob of 
madness cackled. 


"Hiya, Flan! What's up? Wanna play another game? Too bad | can't 
move right now, so help out of this bubble first, will you?" 


"Hey, Flynn. Do you love Onee-sama; do you really love Remi?" 


The atmosphere grew quiet and | gulped despite myself, waiting for 
whatever to unfold. 


"Yes. Of course | do. | love her so much, so much that I want to 
tear her apart! " 


What the-I took a step back in surprise, but the young mistress didn't 
waver even a bit; her eyes was fixed on her mirror, observing her 
calmly. 


"A ha ha, don't you get it, Flan? I'm sure you get it~ That beautiful 
sound of her cry, her deliciously red blood, that wonderful feeling 
when your fangs tear her pale white skin; isn't it wonderful!? She 
was nothing like those fragile humans! And even if you break her 
over and over and oove~eer, she would still return to your side! You 
love that from her too, right, Flan? Besides, | was born from your 
own mind, from your own madness; so these are all your own 
desires! " 


That twisted logic-what is wrong with her? Once again | gripped on 
Meiling's skirt, watching the scene in horror. But if everything she 
said was true, if she really was born from the young mistress, then... 


"Thanks for telling me, Flynn. Now, disappear." 


"Huh? What did you say? Disappear? Disappear!? Okay, Flan, | will. 
| will disappear. But remember; you can never run from your own 
madness. l'm always waiting inside, waiting until you call out for me 
again-" 


"I SAID, DISAPPEAR!" 


Her voice boomed throughout the room, as if piercing the air itself, 
and | gulped, holding onto Meiling closer, hiding behind her tall 
figure. | watched as the embodiment of madness laughed on top of 
her lung, her insane laugh echoed in the pitch black room, before 
she dissolved into a dark shadow and disappeared completely. 


Is it over? Is everything over now? 


| slumped to my knees, feeling all tired, and | saw Meiling did the 
same, falling to her butt while whining about her broken arm. Oh 
yeah, she got that wound for saving me before; | gave her a worried 
look, but she gave me a thumbs up instead, swishing her good arm 


as if telling me not to worry, so | try to and flashed her a tired smile. 
But, what to do from now on? 


"Now, young mistress. | believe you haven't reach the end of your 
story yet, so let me make a new ending for you." 


| heard lady Patchouli talked to the young mistress. 


"The monster, thrashing in all its pain and suffering, finally realized 
that it had been tricked by the evil voice in its head all this time. 
Once it escaped from the tragic delusion, it finally realized; there was 
no shepherdess but a simple magician, there was no peon but a 
simple gatekeeper, and there was no blue-eyed prince but a simple 
blue-eyed maid. And finally, opening its eyes, the monster realized 
that it was actually not a monster itself, but a beautiful little girl. The 
evil voice that had tricked the everyone and held the princess 
captive, had disappeared." 


The magician closed her grimoire followed by her eyes, muttering a 
spell in a secret language of magician that | didn't understand. 


Moon Sign: Silent Selene 


Soft white light emerged from around her and floated onto the dark 
ceiling, illuminating the room just like a moonlit sky. She reopened 
her eyes and walked to the now clearly visible metal door, standing 
beside it, then slowly, the door swung open to reveal her familiar on 
the other side, smiling widely. The purple-haired magician smiled, 
extending her hand toward my newly recognized master. 


"Now, to awaken the sleeping princess." 

Awaken. Awake-wait. Why do | feel like forgetting something? 
Something about waking up someone... | raised my pocket watch, 
staring at the tick-tacking device. 


18:00:00 - It's time for the mistress wake up call! 


| shot to my feet but quickly held myself; if | excuse myself now | 
would ruin the atmosphere! Oh, but what to do? What to do? Should 
| abandon my job as the chief maid for now and follow along lady 
Patchouli's scenario? Yes. | decided to wait and take that option, but 
my foot was thumping in impatience, and it seemed like my strange 
sudden behavior took everyone's attention. The young mistress 
giggled; she walked over to me and patted my head. 


"No." 
Huh? 
"You know, Patchy, waking up the mistress is the chief maid's job." 


Huh? Huh? Everyone glared at me as if accusing me for ruining the 
scene. The magician sighed loudly and brought her hand to her hip. 


"Flandre, if you are worried about the reason you're locked down 
here, I'll tell you: 90 years ago after we arrived at Gensokyo and 
you've gone berserk in the human village, Remi made a secret pact 
with the gap youkai and shrine maiden. 'The vampire Flandre Scarlet 
will be confined within the agreed area for her crime. Another attempt 
to break the rule will lead to her execution.’ Following the creation of 
that pact, | made another deal with the gap youkai: 


1) If Flandre Scarlet doesn't pose any danger to Gensokyo after a 
certain duration of time, the area of confinement will be enlarge to 
cover the whole Scarlet Devil Mansion. 


2) If her mental stability improve over the next duration of time, the 
confinement area will be enlarge accordingly to her condition. 


The duration we agreed on was every 50 years, which mean you can 
move freely around the mansion by now." 


“But | won't." 


Once again, | caught another new face of lady Patchouli's stunned 
expression, before she reverted to her usual expression and sighed. 


"You see, Patchy, even if | was tricked it | doesn't change the fact 
that | did a terrible thing, maybe a lot of them. And after saying those 
harsh words to Remi-to Onee-sama... You can say, even though 
how much | want to meet her, | just couldn't bear to see her face 
now." 


"After everything I've done to get the two of you back together... 
Aah, you are way too stubborn. The two of you." 


"Eh? Two?" 


"You and Remi. Why she never come down here is also because of 
that exact same reason; that she couldn't bear to see your face after 
failing to give you the perfect place to live. How troublesome, why 
can't you just meet when you want to? Another truth for me to 
uncover..." 


"Fu fu, we are not sisters for nothing, Patchy; it's a given, | guess. 
Well then, | will be waiting here until she finish making that perfect 
‘Wonderland’ for us. Oh, and don't forget to lock the door before you 
left~" 


"Yes, yes. If that is what you want, I'll do as you say, young mistress. 
Meiling, Sakuya. Return to the surface and resume your job. 
Koakuma, help me with the sealing ritual." 


Wait, what? Is this fine? This kind of ending, is it really fine? | 
glanced at the young mistress from behind the huge metal door, at 
her sweet but somehow sad smile, the same smile that | had seen 
on the mistress many times before, and | took a deep breath, 
shouting on the top of my lung. 


"The mistress-the mistress cried in her sleep! She said she's sorry! 
She's sorry for everything!" 


The vampire on the other side of the door giggled. 


"That silly big sister of mine, she never changes... Oh, | know. Tell 
her that there's nothing to feel sorry about, that it's all my fault. Tell 
her that I'm sorry, too. And after that, | want you to protect her in my 
place. Onee-sama is pretty strong, that's why she tend to take 
everything by herself; | want you to stop her from doing such thing 
and always stay by her side. Can you do that, Sakuya?" 


"Yes! Yes, | will definitely do that, young mistress!" 

The foreign chant of the magician came into a stop, and slowly the 
metal door slid; | watched the scene before me intently, burning it to 
the back of my mind. 

"Oh, and one more thing, Sakuya." 

| heard the young mistress said, and | listened closely. 


" The ending to my story, I'll leave it to you." 


And the door came into a close. 


19:00:00 - Night shift 


| looked down at my golden pocket watch, smiling gently as it shined 
under the moonlight. First task: waking up the mistress and bringing 
her tea. | walked down the mansion hallway, a tray on my hand, and 
before long | reached the door leading to my master's room. Here | 
go! | took a deep breath and raised my hand to knock on the door. 


" Come in, Sakuya." 


| stopped mid-movement, blinking, before switching my hand to the 
doorknob, opening the door gently. Sitting on the bed was my 
vampiric mistress, the moonlight streaming from the window 
illuminated her figure perfectly; the sight of her always mesmerized 


me, and probably not only me, so I quickly shook myself back to 
reality, putting down the tray on her bedside table. 


"You are awfully late today, Sakuya. Did something happen?" 

| froze, my mind trying to make up an excuse, any excuse. 

"Did Patchy give you another silly errand?" 

"Um, yes. Yes, lady Patchouli did. Here's your tea, milady." 

"Hm, | wonder if | should chastise her about overworking my maid." 


| handed her cup and stepped back, standing by the bed, unable to 
calm myself. | made a promise with the young mistress, to protect 
milady in her stead and to tell her something, but now that lady 
Patchouli told me to keep the whole incident a secret, how am | 
supposed to tell her? Maybe. Just maybe, this way would work. | 
cleared my throat. 


"Um, milady, may | ask you a question?" 
"Of course. But whether I'll answer or not, it depends." 


"Thank you. Um you see, I... | heard about the young mistress from, 
um, Meiling-san. Yes, Meiling-san. And if, just if, the young mistress 
tell you this: that everything is her fault, that she is sorry. How will 
you answer?" 


"That is a very detailed ‘what if, Sakuya." 


Urk, | felt like hitting myself over the head. The mistress laughed 
softly, gazing at her own reflection on the tea surface, or perhaps, 
something beyond it. 


"If she told me that, this is how | will answer; How many times you 
say that to me, | will always tell you that it is not your fault, and | 
know you will tell me the same. So, until our dream come true, until 
we reach that 'wonderland’, until we find no more reason to say sorry 


to each other, let us lock away those horrible memories and say 
nothing.” 


Until their dream come true... 

"Come to think of it, Sakuya." 

"Ah, yes?" 

"Is Patchy currently in the library now?" 

"|... guess? But she told me she will be resting now-" 
"That's plenty!" 


My diabolic master leapt down her bed, stretching jet black wings to 
their full length as she threw her cup away, landing softly on the 
floor; | caught the cup gracefully and put it back to the tray, ready by 
her side with her clothes in hand. 


"Let us give our one-week magician another visit." 
"But milady, she's probably sleeping-" 


"Then wake her up! I've found a wonderful idea that will make her 
spring wide awake once she hear it." 


... SO the mistress was in mischievous mood today. Though | was a 
bit sorry for disturbing lady Patchouli after everything she had been 
through today, | was in no place to refuse my master's order, so | 
quickly stopped time and tidied up her room, returning to her side in 
a flash. We walked down the red corridor of the mansion in silence, 
and finally, | spoke. 


"Um, milady, about this wonderful idea of yours..." 


"Hm? Are you interested too, Sakuya?" 


Actually | wanted to tell her to save it for later, because lady 
Patchouli must be very tired now, but | nodded instead. 


"Very well, | will tell you. I'm thinking of making something big, an 
‘incident’ so grand that will make the whole Gensokyo notice us." 


Why would she want to do that? | kept silent and listened on. 
" The Scarlet Mist Incident." 


| stopped on my track and she turned to stare at me, giving me a 
mischievous smile, 


and then, watching her scarlet eyes that shined with boundless 
wonder, 


| smiled back. 
"Looks like this story haven't ended yet, young mistress." 
Chuckling to ourselves, we continued our walk to the library. 


Toward the new future waiting for us; for all of us. 


The end. 


Yes, people, no kidding. This is the end of "Scarlet Archive: The 
Origin" What, | couldn't believe it myself! *cheers and throws a 
banquet* 


This fanfic is my first and longest multi-chapter fanfic that I've 
finished. Come to think of it, | started writing this fic around two 
years ago... what a long journey. *laughs* But despite 
everything I really love writing this, and | hope I can write 
another enjoyable piece afterwards. 


And about this last chapter, it ends up a lot longer than any 
previous chapters since there's a lot to cover. Ah well, but I like 
how it turns out; an ending that serves as a closure for one 
story and a beginning of a new one. What's that? Yes, there will 
be another story after "The Origin", but what it is and when will | 
start working on it, | can't tell as of yet. If you're curious you can 
poke around my Deviantart for hints. And I've even start 
drawing the character's concept-*shot for spoiler* 


Oh yeah, just to add some sauce; I was listening to a TOUHOU 
song called 'Yozakura ni Kimi wo Kakushite' (literally means 
"Hiding You Behind the Evening Cherry Blossom’) while editing 
this final draft, and | found it to be a very fitting song to end this 
chapter, or say, the whole story. The song mostly tell about two 
people, leaving after a tragedy and heading toward a new 
future. The first person (the singer) keep telling how the other 
person ‘shine brightly like a moon’ while 'spouting foolish 
dream’, yet even then 'the sun keep rising’ (probably means the 
dream never come true, or she is separated from the other 
person), so then she ‘hides that person behind the evening 
cherry blossom' (probably means hiding all the memories and 
feelings concerning that person, about the their past and 
tragedy, behind a graceful facade) and walk toward the new 
future. And in the end of the song, it says: once we reach that 
place where all the cherry blossom bloom beautifully (when 
their dream come true), let's be reborn (return to how we used 
to be/be together again). Huh. How much of a fit is that? 


ASo check out the song! Maybe you can listen to this song over 
a cup of black tea, as you look back and replay this tale in your 
memories, right from the beginning. 


Anyways, after this chapter there will be one more intermezzo 
chapter serving as an epilogue, maybe in a few days. But 
officially the main story has ended. 


Last but not least, for everyone who has been reading this 
story, and especially those who has been giving me reviews, 


thank you very much for your support! *salute* | hope you enjoy 
this two years worth story as much as | do. If you do, I'll be very 
happy. *laughs* 


See you in another story~ 


**-worthlessvalor, the psycho dreamer 


Epilogue-- 

FOURTH ARC: ADVANCE 

END 

SECTION: ORIGIN 

END 

RESETTING RECORD... 

The book released itself from the reader's hands, hovering in the air 
as its pages fluttered wildly, as if having a life of its own, before it 


clamped shut and fell to the floor in a thud. 


Its previous reader blinked once, twice, before reaching for the book 
and opening it again. 


Open. 

The pages were blank. 
Close. 

Open. 

The pages stayed blank. 
The little girl started to panic. 


She looked to her right, then left, but no one was there. Of course, 
she sneaked into the secret chamber, and of course that means 
nobody knew she was there, but now she wanted someone to find 
her. 


What if she broke this book? 


What if she broke this grimoire? 
This Scarlet Archive. 

She would definitely get into trouble. 
And she's afraid. 

The little girl started to sob quietly. 

" So? Did you enjoy the story?" 


Startled, the girl turned around, staring eye to eye with the source of 
the voice, the owner of this very room she sneaked into. She hugged 
the deep red grimoire tightly, staring at the one-week magician with 
teary eyes, before tackling her with everything she had, sending both 
of them to the ground. The magician grunted from the sudden 
impact. 


" Waah, Patchy! The book-the book is broken! W-what should | do?" 
" Calm down-w-wait, don't hug me! You'll crush me-Muukyu!" 


After a long struggle, the magician finally released herself from the 
vampiric girl's death grip, letting out a relieved sigh. She always 
wanted to die in her library, but not now. And definitely NOT this way. 
The magician sighed again, taking her grimoire and flipping through 
its pages, before putting the thick red book back to its rightful place, 
on a single lone table in the middle of the chamber. She turned to 
the sobbing little girl. 


"It's not broken. The fact that you can read its content is the strange 
one. Aah, then again, maybe it is due to your blood." 


The little girl tilted her head, confused. She didn't understand what 
the magician was talking about, but she at least knew one thing. 


" So, it's not broken?" 


" Not in the slightest." 

Then she wouldn't get into trouble. She smiled and turned around. 
" Phew, that's a relief. Bye now-" 

" Wait." 


A hand clawed onto her shoulder and she gulped, feeling a shiver 
ran down her spine. 


" Where do you think you're going, little lady?" 
"Um, uh... To... school..." 


That was probably true. Night had come and she should get ready if 
she didn't want to get a headbutt from a certain hakutaku for being 
late. Not to mention it's full moon tonight; the headbutt would hurt a 
lot. Imagining it sent another shiver down her spine. 


" L-look, | really have to go now. So, bye!" 


Physically, she's definitely stronger than a mere magician, but 
somehow how hard she tried to run, she couldn't escape the 
magician's grip. Letting out another long sigh, the magician pulled 
the frantic girl by her collar and shoved her to the only chair in the 
room, crossing her arms as she stared at the lavender haired 
vampire accusingly. The little vampire pouted, sending her gaze to 
the floor. 


" Now. What should I do with you.” 

" You can just let me go-" 

" A punishment for sneaking into my secret study." 
" Urgh." 


" How did you pass the barrier, anyway?" 


" Ah, | broke it." 
" Another punishment." 
" Wha-" 


The vampire whined, her wings fluttered behind her in anticipation, 
its colorful crystals jingling. She tried to change the topic. 


" S-say, Patchy. What is this room anyway?" 
The magician raised a brow at her, but she decided to play along. 


" This place is the Scarlet Archive ; something I created in a whim 
of mine, a complete record of the Scarlet family. But actually the 
core, the real 'Scarlet Archive’, is only one grimoire though." 


" Complete record?" 

" Yes. That grimoire you just read is the core. It will look for 
information in the Akashic Record, the memories of the world, and 
automatically record everything related to the Scarlets. The 
information will then be divided into several sections, and recorded 
into the other books in this room. That being said, normal people can 


only read the filtered information within the normal books, not the 
core grimoire. But you..." 


" But I?" 

" Never mind. What section did you read?" 
"Umm, uuh...'The Origin’ was it?” 

" Aah, that one. How nostalgic." 


The magician took a book from the dusty shelves, handing it to the 
little girl. 


" This one, | assume." 


The little girl blinked, before opening the book and reading it slowly. 
Her eyes widened in surprise. 


" Whoa, you're right! It's the same!" 

" Of course it is." 

The magician stood there, observing the girl with her usual apathetic 
gaze; something about the scene calmed her, and the magician 
smiled. 

" Do you like books, young mistress?" 

" Huh? Hmm, not really. Only interesting books." 

" Then let this be your ‘punishment'." 

W Eh?" 

Void Sign: Akashic Key 

In a single chant a key materialized in her hand; a translucent key 
that seemed exist yet not exist, shining as if made from pure light 
itself. 

" This is the key of the core grimoire, the real Scarlet Archive." 


The little girl stared at the key with awe. 


" With this key, you can access the akashic record, gaining any 
information from the past, or seeing to the distant future. 


"And, I will give this key to you." 


"Whoa, that's so awesome! Gimme!" 


" But. mW 


The magician dodged another tackle, letting the excited vampire 
crashing down the floor. 


" This key come with a responsibility." 
" Responsibility? What kind of responsibility?" 


" The responsibility of becoming an archivist and tend to this whole 
archive. You will be obliged to filter the information from the core 
grimoire and transfer it to the common books. Of course, that being 
said, you can select and hide whichever information to your heart 
content.” 


" Eeh, how troublesome..." 

" That's your punishment." 

The little vampire puffed her cheek childishly, but extended her hand 
nonetheless, taking the key; as her finger brushed the key, it 
vanished into her skin, as if dissolving into her flesh, and she looked 
in awe. She inspected her right hand, but there was no trace of the 
key at all. How to call it, again? Oh yeah. 

" Void sign, akashic key." 

Heeding her call, the key materialized itself on her palm, floating 
Slightly in the air. Her eyes shined in excitement. After a while, she 
turned to the magician. 


" Say, isn't this key actually very important? Why do you give it to 
me?" 


" Why, to punish you, of course." 


" You're a bad liar." 


"... true, I'm not good at lying. Let's say, I've always wanted to give 
that key, this whole archive, to one of the Scarlets. This is the story 
about them, so it's only natural, isn't it? But..." 


" Remi is not someone who like to be caught in the past; | believe 
she would rather destroy the whole archive than keeping it. And 
Flan, well, | guess they're just about the same. Not to mention both 
of them have no interest in books at all; even if there's a possibility of 
this archive not being destroyed, it would undoubtedly be neglected." 
"Undoubtedly. ” 

"Yes." 

The two figures sighed loudly to themselves. 

" Come to think of it, isn't it almost time for school?" 

" Ah!" 


The young vampire jolted to her feet, staring at the clock. She paled. 


" Oh no, I'm gonna be late! I'm gonna be late and Keine-sensei will 
headbutt me! I'm gonna get caved!" 


" Caved?" 


But before the magician could ask anything, the young vampire had 
gone, scampering out in a flash. 


Patchouli Knowledge sighed, sitting on the wooden chair as she saw 
the little girl ran out of the dark library frantically, the crystals on her 
wings jingled wildly. 


The magician smiled. 


" Good luck. And see you again soon, the new Scarlet Archivist, 
Beatrix Scarlet ." 


And with this, The Origin has really ended. *close the word 
processor* 


Wait, who the heck is Beatrix? It's for you to find out. *snicker* 
*shot* 


Oh yeah, | made an art to celebrate this! Check it out! void- 
contains-all()deviantart()com/art/Scarlet-Memoirs-459806647 


As usual, remove the bracket () with dots . 


Enjoy, everyone! And see you again someday! 


ANNOUNCEMENT 


[[THIS IS ONLY AN ANNOUNCEMENT, NOT PART OF THE 
STORY]] 


Hello elllo everyone~ *poking out from a corner* I'm here to tell 
you that the next Scarlet Archive, titled "The Maid and The Little 
Girls of Gensokyo", has been published! Just hit my account 
name, and WA-LA! It's right on the top of the story roster. 


Anyways, the story is a direct sequel of "The Origin" and will 
follow right where it ends, so | hope you can enjoy this new 
piece of mine as much as this previous one. Or perhaps even 
more. *laughs* 


See you again there! 


NEWS! 


Hello, everyone. It's been... a very long while, | guess. *laughs* 
But please don't worry. I'm still practicing my writing even now 
and I'll continue Scarlet Archive once I got my chance. I'll never 
abandon my Gensokyo. Well, how could I? It's become my 
second home. *smiles* 


And for the news... I'm submitting this fanfic to a contest. 
*putting out the link* So, if you may, | hope you can check out 
the link | pasted below and support this story. Thank you very 
much. 


www()inkitt()com/stories/36109 
AReplace brackets () with dots . as usual 


That's all | have for now. I will notice you all once I get anything 
new. 


Thank you very very much for reading this fic and enjoy~ 


